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Chapter 1

Look at the map of South Africa, and, there, in the very centre of the British possessions, like a stone in a peach, lies the great stretch of the two republics, a mighty domain for so small a people. How came they there? Who are these Teutonic folk who have burrowed so deeply into Africa?

— Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

The family’s small holding lay at the end of a long dirt track about five miles south of town. Ten hectares of dry barely arable grassland. A curling wind-pump creaking as it span endlessly in the sky. Foul-smelling stables and timber outbuildings crowding in around a stone-white farmhouse. As Gijs approached he could hear the wind playing through the galvanised roof. He could see the bodies of the family’s dogs, Corlie and Sindie, lying black and still amongst the clumps of pink geraniums. A spiralling cloud of smoke lifting like a Zulu’s vengeful fist across the veldt.

There was a police 4x4 parked in the driveway. He watched the languid movements of officers Sentletse Mthethwa and Themba Diakanyo as they emerged like two ebony tribal carvings from under the shade of the stoep into the sunlight, harbingers of the worst possible news.

‘Mr de Wet?’ they harmonised in English with a heavy Xhosa undertow.

‘What’s happened?’ Gijs demanded to know. ‘Where are my parents, my wife and my daughter?’ He looked on as Mthethwa and Diakanyo’s dark brown eyes first glanced at each other and then turned back to him.

‘Well you see,’ Mthethwa began, the whites of his eyes swelling, ‘there is a difficult thing...’

‘Very difficult!’ Diakanyo emphasised, his head nodding knowingly.

‘An incident you see,’ Mthethwa continued.

‘An incident!’ Diakanyo echoed. Gijs pushed past them, running towards the flapping door, a sense of terror rip-sawing through his bowels, tears sliding down his cheeks as he called out his wife’s name — ‘Betje... Betje!’ 

Dubula ibhunu! Dubula Dubula!

— from ‘One Bullet, One Farmer’

It had all begun earlier that afternoon with Gijs’ taciturn father, Willem de Wet, discovering a group of young boys skulking in his son’s yard. Betje’s German Shepherd bitch was roused by the smell, snuffling and panting at his feet.

‘There, there, Corlie,’ Willem reassured the animal, ‘no need to be alarmed.’ He watched while the leader of the young Xhosa gang, wearing a multicoloured woollen hat, shimmied along the white wall, stretching up as high as he could on his bare feet to spy on Betje breast feeding through the nursery window. His hand waving suggestively, daring the others to come and look at the pretty white woman sitting in her underwear in the afternoon sun. It was obvious he had played this covert game before. ‘Dirty little monkey!’ Willem muttered to himself as he opened the kitchen door and released Corlie to chase down her prey.

The boys screamed and scattered. The pervert at the window gave out a yelp when he realised he had been discovered and tried to run but tripped clownishly over himself, legs wrapped in unslung trousers, his wet black piel slapping against striding thighs. Almost instantaneously the dog was up to him, fangs sinking deep into calf flesh. The target struck out with a clenched fist but Corlie looped and harried her victim, bringing him down in a cloud of dust time and time again.

Willem was seeing red. ‘Bloody kaffir,’ he shouted, ‘I’ll have you!’ The old man swung a leg, giving the boy a full rugby drop-kick in bony ribs, sending him sprawling sideways. Once he had recovered his breath, the boy twisted up from the floor and screamed, ‘Boskak!’

Willem made an attempt to lunge for the boy’s collar, to square him up for a punch to his jaw, but even as he did so, Maartje, his wife of nearly thirty years, who was suddenly standing beside him, cut him to the quick:

‘Willem, have you gone mad?’ she shouted. ‘Corlie, leave! Get out! Out now!’ Maartje gripped fast on the dog’s leather collar and yanked it with all her strength, temporarily lifting the animal up onto its back legs, its teeth snapping on empty air. Green phlegm was streaming from the nose of the township tsotsi. ‘We kill you!’ he swore, pointing to his now distant troop of teenage raiders standing on the scrubland beyond the gate. Maartje took him in her arms.

‘I have medicine,’ she said reassuringly.

‘Maartje, for God’s sake be careful, most of these squatter kids are riddled with HIV!’ Willem pleaded. ‘This little bugger was watching Betje feed the baby and masturbating himself!’

‘He’s only a child!’ Maartje insisted, shielding him in her maternal way from Willem’s hard-nosed glare. ‘We need to reason with him, not attack him!’ In a single antagonistic movement the boy scrambled out of the grandmother’s grip. Resentfully rising to his full height he stumbled off to join his party, who, growing more confident now their leader had freed himself, had clambered back into the garden to throw stones at the house. The further their hero moved away from the settlers, the more exaggerated his swagger. Performing hip-hop moves for his cackling hyena audience. ‘We will cut the throat of whiteness,’ he screeched, drawing a finger across his Adam’s apple.

Willem looked at the catatonic expressions on the defiant stone-age faces; while mocking voices rose to threaten them from a distance.

‘Reason with them,’ Willem spat. ‘They’re mompies, barely double digit IQs in men’s bodies!’ 

←→

By late afternoon they had almost forgotten the earlier intrusion when three men came striding towards the house, knocking loudly on the door, demanding to talk to the cuiter. Betje answered them respectfully, asking them why they wanted to see her father, whilst caging her agitated canines behind her bare legs.

‘Who are they?’ Maartje called from the kitchen. Willem, partially overhearing the conversation, shrugged and turned the television over to catch the cricket. There was the sound of muffled conversation. Then he heard the dogs fly into a sudden rage and two or three short reports of a carbine. Leaping up from the settee Willem was confronted in the hallway by a flat expressionless face atop a Mandela-emblazoned shirt. The butt of a handgun cracked down on his thinning scalp.

←→

When he came around, Willem was lying face down on blood-stained tiles.

‘Maartje!’ he shouted, ‘Maartje!’ But there was no answer. Then Willem was greeted by a large man holding a bottle of bourbon and smoking one of his cigars.

‘OK, baas,’ the black ruminated maliciously, ‘want to join the party?’

‘Where is Maartje?’ Willem demanded shrilly, struggling to his feet. His tormentor shuffle danced, took a shot from the bottle and pushed him at gun point into the main room.

‘We take good care of poeslap, don’t you worry baas!’ he laughed, gesturing to his friends.

‘You want these broekies, baas?’ said the one in the Mandela shirt as he played with a pair of woman’s bloodied panties.

‘What have you done with Betje?’ Willem croaked. Vocal chords straining to breaking point.

‘They be partying with their anties out, baas!’ The bourbon drinker was laughing. ‘They are izifebe!’ Willem knew enough Zulu to recognise the meaning.

‘They are not prostitutes!’

With that, the semi-naked third man, who had come out of the guest bedroom last, pushed him to the carpet and began pouring lighter fuel from a plastic bottle he had liberated from Gijs’s garage over the broken old white man at his feet.

‘You feel cold baas?’ he slurred drunkenly, flicking a zippo, dropping it gently. Willem’s skin crackling like chicken fat in the oven.

The first thing he noticed upon entering the house was the stale after-taste of unwashed bodies. Then there was the excrement and urine where the insurgents had relieved themselves wherever and whenever they wanted, staining and scenting the property for future possession. He had half expected such animalistic marking, having heard and read of similar acts during farm invasions before, but it could never have prepared Gijs for the feeling of contamination that now overwhelmed him. 

He moved through the kitchen where the refrigerator door hung open, bottles of spilled milk going rancid on the floor. Then kicking aside the mountains of cans and cartons, he found his father, a charcoal figure, hands and legs twisted in torment like an artefact from Pompeii, clothes and flesh reduced to brown ash on the singed carpet. Gijs could tell the braai had been long and painful, while the jackals drank and prodded with a poker. He leaned on the doorframe and vomited profusely.

Eyes widening with madness he pushed by the overturned chairs blocking the entrance to the guest bedroom. Gijs was sobbing, shouting his wife’s name over and over, ‘Betje… Betje!’ The plastic door handle fell away in his hand, inside the corpse of his mother lay splay-legged, the hilt of a dagger jutting out from between her spread knees.  

Now he knew for sure. The realisation struck him like a heavyweight’s right hook. Betje could never have escaped, could not have run away on her long slim legs across the veldt. She would have stayed with their baby, their newborn, just three months old, and fought like a true Afrikaner woman, punching and kicking out to the last. He dreaded to think what those beautiful blue eyes had seen before they closed that final time, before hope had gone, before — 

Gijs flung himself up the staircase on all fours, scrabbling towards their bedroom. The landing smelled of dagga. The door was wide open, the window ajar and the white cotton curtains were sailing around in the breeze. Just for a moment he caught himself holding out for a miracle, his lungs drawing in the sweet tint of acacia in the air. But then he saw her naked on the piss-soaked bedsheets. Her head was split open, a cleavage running right though her cranium where they had axed her after taking their pleasure. Iron pliers lay on the bedside table. Pearly-white teeth scattered on the crimson-speckled pillow. To his right in an alcove by the en-suite he noticed the crib and shaking peaked over the threaded brim. Little Agetha’s face was blue. A cellophane wrap covering her nose and mouth, tendril blonde curls twisting in the down-draft from the window.

And then he cried and cried again, until he thought he would do nothing else, ever again.

←→

Everyone was very good, very understanding. The Blood Sisters had come to clean up after the event. All the arrangements were made and the day of the de Wet family funeral came and went without incident. Every pew in the church was filled out of respect, men bowing in sombre suits, women in traditional headscarves and bonnets as colourful as calla lilies in springtime.

When the service of remembrance commenced the congregation’s ashen faces suddenly turned towards the carved pulpit where the old reverend, Gerhardus Heyns of the Dutch Reformed Church, spoke of the iniquity of mankind and the forgiveness of God. Gijs could see the flashing eyes and the curly white beard of the preacher move back and for before him as he thundered and cursed, arms whirling like a Sjambok in a thunderstorm. But he was not really listening. Forgiveness was without meaning. Gijs could barely function. The sympathetic bush doctor who prescribed temazepam on demand, hoping that things would improve in a month or so, had fortunately provided sufficient sedative to nullify the worst of the pain.

After the internment a few close friends accompanied Gijs home and sat and ate cold chicken and boiled wild rice around Betje’s dining table in frigid silence. By sunset most had taken their leave, the women kissing his cheek and the men putting their broad shovel-like hands on his shoulder, and then when he was all alone the oppressive reality of Gijs’ situation came back to cocoon him once again in manic moonlit melancholia. 

→ Cyril Ramaphosa is confirmed as President for life and announces his leadership council: with Adah Gaster in conjunction with Cebisa Bambani running the central bank; Amram Mena as the Minister of Finance; Fivel Janner as the Minister of Trade and Industry; Chaya Gutnik, overseeing the Land Bank; Betzalel Ronson as the Minister of Water Affairs and Forestry; Eliana Mezvinsky as chairman of the railway system, Spoornet; Oren Bloch as the chief consultant on taxation; Lior Bronfman as the managing director of the police service; and Calev Berman, Dov Ceder, and Ehud Biram presiding over the South African Supreme Court;

→ A veteran opponent of Apartheid reminds the leadership of the ANC of their unspoken Mission Statement by quoting Nelson Mandela: ‘We, the members of the MK have pledged ourselves to kill them, the whites.’ Then supplements his speech by referring to a fellow fighter’s call to members five years earlier, ‘When Mandela dies we will kill you whites like flies!’ adding the prefix ‘Now’; 

→ The Minister for Rural Development and Land Reform, repeats his earlier declaration: ‘Colonial struggles are about two things: repossession of the land and the centrality of the indigenous population.’ His speech in Pretoria climaxes with the words ‘the colonial struggle continues and will not be over until the last settlers and colonialists have no role in the future of South Africa, unless it is to manure our crops’; 

→ White farm murders average 282 per year and attacks on Afrikaaner rural properties increase by 39% over a three-year period;

→ The South African government cuts diplomatic ties with Australia after comments in Canberra seem to express sympathy for the plight of white farmers; 

→ A family gathering to mourn the anniversary of the murder of awhite farmer, hacked to death in Vryheid in Eastern KwaZulu Natal, is disrupted by police on the basis that it is an incitement to racial hatred;

→ A popular Boer singer is arrested for his 2017 Black Monday SOS posting which it is revealed was viewed over 50,000 times;

→ The liberal Afrikaans daily Beeld newspaper is banned for replacing its usual red masthead with a black one in apparent support for the ongoing Black Monday protests;

→ A coloured journalist speaking on Radio 702, demands that Die Stem, the old national anthem, and the former Oranje, Blanje, Blou South African flag should be banned from public display because ‘they are the equivalent of swastikas’;

→ The Suidlanders, a civil defence organization aimed at helping the Protestant Christian Boer minority and Freedom Front Plus, are proscribed as terrorist organizations;

 → A statue of Dr Verwoerd’s assassin Demetrio Tsafendas (1918–1999) is erected in Durban.


Chapter 2

The only white man you can trust is a dead white man.

— Robert Mugabe

Professor Hastings Mabuza, a rising star among the faculty at Wits, and the son of a popular lecturer at the University of Qua-Qua in the segregated days of apartheid, leaned against the far wall of the meeting room. His suit cut in a debonair Sidney Poitier style of patrician refinement. He had just returned from a European book tour sponsored by the Open Society Foundations to promote his new academic text ‘Why the Scars Cannot Heal: The Ongoing Struggle Against White Privilege’ published by Herschel & Haber. His muscular expression was fixed and earnest under a sloping forehead the colour of fossilized tourmaline, as he spoke to an invited audience about the moral imperative of affirmative action legislation.

‘Look, we all understand why a student like Chumani Maxwele poured a bucket of excrement over the statue of Cecil John Rhodes at the University of Capetown,’ he said off-handedly, his eyes popping out at his crowd, ‘and why his friends carried banners that read “I am no longer accepting the things I cannot change and I am changing the things I cannot accept” when they protested against paying fees at Johannesburg University. The Fees Must Fall campaign is, after all, entirely morally grounded. Are we not entitled to challenge the legacy of the Bantu Education Act of 1953? Likewise, the concerns voiced in the short film Luister, produced by some socially conscious media students at Stellenbosch University, are also completely justified. Why, I ask you, do we continue to use Afrikaans as the medium of communication in our centres of higher learning? Do we still live under the dictat of Broederbonders like A.P. Treuernicht, who said of the Afrikaner that it became the logical and compelling demand of his own nationalism that his education should be in his own language? And why should we accept a science curriculum which is inherently racist? And as a consequence of all this, is it not obvious why there is ongoing turbulence on campuses, the length and breadth of this country? Two hundred and fifty million Rand of so-called vandalism is a small price to pay for highlighting the continued academic apartheid people like myself face every day!’

‘But the proportion of black research fellows is rising, right?’ came a response from a languid liberal lecturer in Social Sciences bearing the name-badge Chanoch Penzak.

‘Yes,’ Mabuza nodded with an indulgent wave, ‘but despite the best efforts of people like yourself, the Unions and donations from philanthropists like Jairus Micula and Shaul Weingart the pace of change is still not fast enough. Even with the recent announcement that forty-four percent of white academics will be retired from their departments over the next five years, we are only talking of something in the order of a threefold increase in black researchers. That is hardly going to make up for a century or more when such latent talent was being overlooked at best and ignored at worst. We need a far more radical shift in numbers and emphasis. A concrete demand needs to be made for funding the study of the Axum, Ajuran, Nri, Ashanti, Mossi, Mutapa, Mapungubwe, Sine and Sennar empires; the evolution of the Ge’ez script along the Red Sea coast; the Benin and Nok cultures; and to the industrial success of the Kingdom of Kush. After all, these are the people that gave birth to civilization — not the Egyptians or the Greeks! What is Alexander the Great, or for that matter Julius Caesar, when you compare them to Sundiata Keita, the Lion King? A ruler even more magnificent than France’s Louis the Sun King ever was, and even more inventive and entrepreneurial than Bill Gates of Microsoft!’  

His polished analusite eyes swept slowly over the small crowd, catching sight of a young impressionable French reporter called Marie Sillegue who was covering the pre-dinner speech for the Paris-based Jeune Afrique magazine.  

‘If you take the Settler’s version of history at face value you would think that this great hinterland had been empty and only sporadically inhabited. And even then, decimated by internecine black-on-black tribal wars. Such as the myth the whites have created about the difaquane! Apparently, these trekkers drove off swarms of murdering Matabele to the south of the Limpopo, despite being vastly outnumbered. They would have you believe that people like myself had only began to migrate here, many years later, once the Afrikaners had built cities and developed an economy that generated sufficient wealth to feed the feckless and monotone black masses. Slowly, they will tell you, with their help, we had raised ourselves beyond bare subsistence, began to earn money, gain basic skills by attending schools established by Dutch Huguenot ingenuity, benefited from things like running water, bestowed upon us by the newcomers, who stood like blonde gods, head and shoulders above the Khoi Khoi of the bush, who they describe as wearing grass skirts and mindlessly drumming while scratching their fly-infested orifices!’

Mabuza shook his head, lifting a menacing finger into the air over the poised heads of his audience. ‘Racist propaganda,’ he hissed. ‘They chose to ignore the truth that was written into the bones of the earth. That man first learned to walk upright on this continent, established communities, developed towns and cities along the coast that traded far and wide. During the apartheid days my people were trapped in this grotesque prison of un-knowing,’ Mabuza was saying, warming now to his theme, ‘but today scholars like Chancellor Williams and his book The Destruction of Black Civilization – 4500 BC to 2000 AD are being studied in our schools. Back then, under the National Party and Klopper and van der Merwe’s BroederBond, corruption was rife, our enemy fanatical, and Lord knows they squandered the wealth so richly created by the Black African!’

He stopped for a moment to take a drink from a passing waitress. Then, after a dramatic pause in which he gazed out over the crowd, he continued: ‘They almost succeeded in turning this blessed land into a racist abomination, like Hitler’s Germany!’ There was a sharp intake of breath from those listening before the Professor went on. ‘But we opposed them, though thousands died and millions suffered. Like the Jews, we too faced a holocaust, and like the Isrealites, who wore the yellow Star of David, we were forced to carry the dompas. We swore then we would share their whites only coaches, use the same toilets and swim alongside them on the beaches. Some of my brothers and sisters paid with their lives. We saw martyrs like Steve Biko die in police custody and Chris Hani fall to a killer’s blood lust. But I and my brethren would do it all again, to cast off the shackles, march side by side with those martyred spirits of Sharpeville.’

The small half-circle surrounding him broke into spontaneous applause as they stamped to the rhythmic Toyi-Toyi dance.

‘Please, please,’ Mabuza reassured his friends, his open hands pressing downward in the air, as if to quiet their rising enthusiasm. ‘A quarter of a century or so on from the end of that hateful system and we have yet to bury the septic carcass of supremacist rule. Once all of our land is returned to us, as President Cyril Ramaphosa has promised, and the righteous majority share fully in the national wealth, all will be well again, and peace and comfort will be assured by the visionary leadership of the ANC!’

‘Do you still feel their hatred?’ someone blurted from the back. Mabuza peered toward the speaker, and gave out a serious smile. Slowly, meaningfully, he shook his head, clucking his tongue and wagging a finger before him.

‘Not so much now,’ he said, smiling. ‘Their world his turned upside down! The sound of Nkosi Sikele’ iAfrika booms out loud around the football, cricket and rugby stadiums, whilst the Afrikaner notion of Vryheid is a pipe dream for the foolish and backward few who stubbornly cling onto their ill-gotten gains.’

‘Your government will make the reparations my government is still hesitant to agree to,’ enthused a corpulent American girl called Chekilla Chaitanya who had just graduated out of a Black Studies programme from Detroit, Michigan.

‘Yes, but your people have made great strides too. Look at the new wealth redistribution policies began by Obama! The enforcement of ethnic employment legislation, the removal of symbols of oppression from parks, civic buildings, the re-naming of schools and colleges!’ 

‘It isn’t enough. I mean, I read David Imhotep’s book, The First Americans Were Black. Our people built America’s wealth. Look at all the inventions we brought to the West — and don’t forget, they still owe us billions of dollars for slavery!’    

‘Do not worry,’ Mabuza opined, ‘Now that Trump has fallen in a few more decades the ruling whites will lose the whip-hand there, too. Look to your southern border and the reconquest of Texas and California by our Hispanic brothers. Then there are the new Americans, a generation that identify with the Black Lives Matter Movement, people just like us who will take up the sword. And then you will see how swift and mighty justice can be!’

Later, Hastings arranged to be sat opposite Marie Sillegue, the fair-skinned journalist he had noticed among the throng. As they dined, the French woman observed that Mabuza’s table manners were distinctly African. Eating open jawed, white teeth spinning, his mouth like a tumble drier full of chicken and salad. But she thought to herself, What of it? This is his kingdom. Here, he is the Alpha male, and the settlers should do what he likes, not the other way around.

Over coffee Mabuza leaned in towards Marie. ‘You like Africa,’ he remarked. ‘You are familiar with some aspects of our many cultures?’

‘Oh, yes, I love everything about this land!’

‘Everything?’ Mabuza flirted. Marie became a little embarrassed.

‘Everything,’ she ventured.

‘You are a fine-looking woman!’ Hastings was gaining in confidence.

‘Merci,’ she giggled, a blush rising under her fair skin.

‘Now,’ Hastings said in conspiratorial jest, ‘if you like I can drive you around. Show you some sites most outsiders don’t get to see?’ He winked salaciously, licking his swollen lips, waggling his tongue at her. ‘Trust me,’ he whispered, ‘you won’t regret it!’ 

→ The South African President speaking at the African Union Conference in Lagos re-states his intention to continue ‘the expropriation of land without compensation’ which he envisages as one of the key measures to accelerate the redistribution of land to black South Africans. He adds once again that people ‘must see this process as an opportunity’;

→ A statue is raised in Kutama, birthplace of Robert Mugabe, to honour the ‘Liberator of the Nation’;

→ The South African Minister of Development demands immediate cash injections from the World Bank, stating, ‘I am a friend of Israel and South Africa is a friend of Israel’;

→ Claims that A.N.C. leaders and their business allies have corruptly misused tens of billions of dollars in public funds since apartheid ended in 1994 is staunchly denied by the government’s official spokesperson. Quoting the President, he added, ‘This is a new dawn in the fight against malfeasance in Africa’;

→ Old photos of tycoon Harry Oppenheimer, the Head of Anglo American, a man some theories implicate in the assassination of Dr.Verwoerd, in close and friendly conversation with Cyril Ramaphosa, a radical Trade Union leader, at the time, emerge on alternative media sites;

→ The Zimbabwean Minister for Economic Development agrees to the sale of the Mararge diamond mines to an Israeli-born financier;

→ The Philadelphia Arc farm collective is forced to close and the participants dispersed under threat of arrest. The head of the group, is held in solitary confinement; 

→ Angolan rapper Ebony Man performs in front of 70,000 in Sun City.


Chapter 3

We can be good Christians and at the same time watch over the survival of our race with a holy gravity.

— Dr William Nicol

Johan Koekemoer was a plain-speaking Boer laanie, exuding authority, spitting out his English with a strong Germanic accent. He was a widower, his wife Anke having died of bone cancer three years before. Johan drove over to the de Wet place in his beaten-up red bakkie with a young wide-shouldered man called Jooste at his side, and waited respectfully, leaving the engine running, until Gijs came out and welcomed them.

When Gijs appeared and gestured for them to come inside, Johan and Jooste threw the key on the engine and stepped down onto the dry dust of the yard, wiping their feet and removing their hats before they entered through the stoep.

‘How are you, de Wet?’ Johan asked. The younger man accompanying him looked uncomfortable with so direct a question, especially since they were surrounded with the evidence of a man struggling to cope with trauma and loss. Crockery lay piled in the basin, empty bottles were lined up on the window sill and Gijs was unshaven, his blank face vaguely processing the question before replying automatically.

‘I am OK, will be starting back to work next week!’

Johan looked sceptical.

‘You haven’t heard?’

‘Heard what?’

‘Du Plessis’s factory got burnt out Wednesday night!’

Gijs stared uncomprehendingly. ‘Burnt out?’ 

‘Yes, the hotties got into the compound, killed the guard with an SKS semi-automatic and used kerosene and tetriel explosives on the building. It went up like an oil rig!’

The news seemed to shake Gijs out of his stupor.

‘But why, Du Plessis played along with the government! He never had problems before?’

‘Who knows, maybe his workforce weren’t demographically representative enough?’ Johan conjectured.

‘There certainly are a lot of inflammables there,’ Gijs nodded. Then, after a moment, ‘How’s Du Plessis taken it?’

‘Badly, he’s organising something.’

Gijs blinked. ‘What do you mean?’

‘Organising…’ repeated Johan, looking Gijs carefully in the eye.

‘You mean — taking revenge?’

‘Civil defence!’  

‘It’s been tried before. When the farmers from Pietermaritzburg blocked the N3 the army came in.’

‘Whose army?’

‘You know, the government,’ Gijs said discursively.

‘Fok! Who do you think is behind these things?’ Johan snapped.

‘But what can we do, realistically?’

‘We’ve got good men in the Front Nasionaal,’ Johan nodded towards Jooste, ‘and I never go anywhere without my Musler 12 gauge.’ 

‘Yes, I understand.’ Carrying weaponry was second nature to these folk. Gijs pointed to a Mamba semi-automatic pistol on the coffee table. ‘I sleep with my new friend there,’ he joked. They all broke out in hardened laughter. Gijs offered them a glass and they sat out on the boarded stoep, chewing lazily on strips of biltong, watching the orange sunset fall over the veldt. 

←→

After they had opened a second bottle, Johan began reminiscing loquaciously about the past, his friends and their adventures.  

‘You know I am not a bookish man but I can remember one passage from Nicolaas van Rensburg.’ And he began to recite, ‘We are going to have more trouble with the blacks, for years ago, shortly after the war, I saw a small black person rising out of the earth. Then I had another vision. I saw he had grown into a mighty warrior who now appeared fully out of the earth, and the shadow of the spear and shield he held above his head fell right across the land. This is far into the future. Then he disappears in fog. But before that time, I also saw darkness descending down over the land. My advice is fight, even if you do so with your backs against the wall!’

‘The Seer,’ Gijs acknowledged, taking a deep sip from a chipped tumbler. ‘My father used to speak of him.’

 ‘Those words stuck with me,’ the old man said, turning to wink at Jooste, ‘I live by these standards.’

‘Whatever gets you through the day!’ Gijs was offhand, his mind filling once again with the ethereal ever-present ghosts of his wife and child.

‘That is why my father became involved with Hertzog’s old Herstigte Nasionale Party back in the eighties.’

‘They lost every election after they reformed!’

‘Yes, he never reclaimed a deposit and was sacked from his job. But sometimes that is the consequence of telling the truth!’

Gijs looked up suddenly, temporarily shaken free of his reverie.

‘So what are you advocating now? The days of the Conservative Party, The Afrikaner Volksunie, The Boerstaaters and the Blankes are long gone.’

Johan shifted in his seat and shrugged. ‘Well, people are worried. We stood in Gauteng, where they banned the opera for being too white, and demanded Stellaland. Look back at the success of the Red October March in Pretoria.’

‘True, and they have good cause!’

‘They are thinking of fighting back.’

‘Organising, you mean?’ Gijs said, emphasising the euphemism that Johan had spoken earlier.

Johan paused, taking a sip of the amber drink in his glass. He looked at Gijs. ‘We are reforming the Afrikaner Weerstandsbeweging,’ he said.

‘Did it ever go away?’

‘Not really, but organisations like the Boere Krisisaksie, the Kommandoleer and Brandwag Volksleer have been — dormant shall we say. Now we have a new crop of militants, like Jooste here.’ The young man’s broad chest swelled with pride.

‘But we are so few and they are so many?’ Gijs sounded morose.

Johan looked at him a moment. ‘At Blood River the odds were thirty to one,’ he said firmly. ‘Are we any less men than our forefathers were?’ 

→  Julius Malema continues to tour the black townships;

→ Alternative media outlets fronted by Alt Right pundits report that White South African Farmers are being killed at four times the rate of other South Africans, their families being subjected to extremely high rates of rape, mutilation and torture;

→ Independent researchers indicate that the murder rates of white farmers are 97 per 100,0000 compared to 31 per 100,000 per year in South Africa as a whole, making the murder rate of white South Africans the highest murder rate in the world; 

→ There is strong evidence to suggest there is government support for the farm raids by supposed ‘intruders’, in order to displace white farmers; 

→ The deputy CEO of the AfriForum is found dead in the back seat of an abandoned car; 

→ One Afrikaaner farmer who asked not to be named stated to the Red Cross: ‘It is politically correct to kill whites these days’; 

→ A popular, if controversial, Afikaans singer claims the numbers being murdered would fill Johannesburg’s Soccer City stadium. ‘Our people die like flies’ becomes the catcall. 

When his guests had departed Gijs sat alone, listening to Sunette Bridges singing Bloedrivier, thinking about his childhood. His father had made him sit and watch old documentaries of the various government ceremonies and investitures. He recalled the clatter of hooves on the hard metalled roadway. The mounted police escorts trotting along the capital’s avenues, pennants fluttering gaily from the tips of gleaming lances of expert cavalry gallivanting in their jingling chains and regalia. He remembered going with his family on the annual pilgrimage up to the Ncome river on the 16th December to celebrate the Voortreckers’ victory over an overwhelming Zulu army — the same Battle of Blood River which Johan had mentioned. There he learned how Andries Pretorius had formed a laager before a donga, facing off against fifteen thousand warriors urged on by their Izinyanga Zempi, the battle doctors, men handing out inteleze drugs that made their men euphoric, seemingly invincible to their enemies. Later he had read that the same mind-bending concoction had crazed an army of twenty-five thousand Zulus at Isandlwana and then again when they came in the night to murder hundreds of whites in sporadic raids like that at Umgungundlovu and Blaukraans, during the time of tears.

He cast his mind back to the irony of the Day of the Vow being renamed the Day of Reconciliation, the construction of an indigenous museum on the East of the Ncome, insolently staring back at the Voortrekker Monument on the West bank. What was it Mangosuthu Buthelezi had said to mark the occasion? Oh, yes — an apology for the clubbing to death of Piet Retief by the traitorous Chief Dingaan. Then something about ‘a new covenant which binds us to the shared commitment of building a new country.’

‘Go tell that to the thousands of dead farmers from Natal to Harare,’ Gijs murmured with bitter sarcasm into the flickering starlight. He wondered how the old horse commandos would have reacted? Would they have met the Zulu assegais head on? He was in no doubt: the impis were moving again, splitting open the chests of the settlers to release their spirits to the voodoo Sky God the natives still openly worshipped.

He drank long and deep of the bitter liquor, tilting his head back and gazing into the stars.

→ The IntoAfrica Foundation dedicate a new community building in the Guguleta township to the memory of Amy Biehl (1967–1993), whom, they re-affirm, made the ultimate sacrifice in support of the Anti-Apartheid movement. Accepting the keys to the adjacent lodgings from Amy’s siblings Kim, Molly and Zach, Mzikhona ‘Easy’ Nofemela and Ntobeko Peni, who were present at the time of her death, repeated what they had said previously: ‘We were in very high spirits and the white people were oppressive. We had no mercy on the white people. A white person was a white person to our eyes’ ;    

→ The family of the editor of the journal IMPACT focusing on cultural, biological and political issues are harassed by state officials; 

→ The winner of the British Turner Prize opens a new exhibition of her work entitled Ebony and Ivory: African influences on European Art at the Stellenbosch Contemporary Art Gallery in the Western Cape;

→ The Minister of Civil Service and Administration assures his audience in Hermanus in the Western Cape that Affirmative Action (AA) reforms will be speeded up and that he was dissatisfied with the fact that blacks were only 2.2% over-represented in the Civil Service. He went on to bemoan the fact that clauses still existed in the country’s constitution stipulating there should be equal and proportionate representation and that once such targets have been achieved then the Affirmative Action codes would have fulfilled their intended purpose. ‘Damn Section 1(4) of the International Convention on the Elimination of All Forms of Racial Discrimination,’ he screeched, ‘We will do what we want in our own way!’; 

→ A further ten clauses are added to the current one hundred and nineteen laws such as the Black Economic Empowerment Law, furthering Majority interests by the National assembly and are confirmed by the National Council of Provinces. 

Over the next few days Gijs began to feel a little better. The black dog of depression slunk away from him for short periods and he was able to go into town to buy food and drink. He was painfully aware of the pitying stares trailing him down the main street, or as he pushed a trolley around the supermarket. Gossip and rumour circulated like a whirlpool, sucking him back to the reality that he was forced to confront, that he was alone now, that his wife and daughter had been killed. His life would never be the same. He was like so many others, a victim of a long and slow genocide, perpetrated under the noble ideals of truth and reconciliation.

Each afternoon, as he returned home, Gijs noticed a nuclei of squatters on the perimeter fence. No doubt encouraged by Malema’s statement, ‘If you take the land, you take everything with it. You take the seed…’ At first they were passive, raising their heads as he drove by, then shouting when their numbers reached double figures. Heartened by Malema’s side-kick Roland Lamola’s ongoing comments like, ‘Land reforms needs an act as forceful as war’ and ‘It is inevitable this land is going to be expropriated without compensation,’ they were soon joined by large gangs of young men. One in particular stood out from the herd as he threw stones at Gijs’ pickup whenever he came over the horizon.

Gijs could read the malevolence in the young man’s face, eyes that reflected something of the wild dark interior of this unforgiving land, a feature Joseph Conrad had immortalised and lesser writers struggled to replicate. One time he took a chance and stopped as the boy walked alone beside the road into town, striding along, wearing a multicoloured woollen hat and a dark trench coat that hung down to his ankles.

‘What is it?’ Gijs asked through the window, trying to rationalise with him, ‘Why do you throw stones? I don’t even know you!’ 

‘Cuiter!’ the fuscous face shouted, then reaching into the scrub, the boy thrust handfuls of dust towards the vehicle’s windscreen and snarled some incantation. Gijs heard the chomping sound of carnivorous teeth. He saw up close the red thread veins in the sallow eyes glaring back at him. Realising the impossibility of meaningful dialogue in any language, let alone Afrikaans or English, he sped ahead, driving back to the farm, there to wait, like every night, the incessant drum beats and the chanting that filled his living nightmare.

→ Every twenty-six seconds a woman is raped in South Africa; 

→ In 2010 a Medical Research Foundation survey found that 37 percent of men admitted to raping at least one woman. 7 percent acknowledge having been involved in gang rape; 

→ An emerging crime is that of baby rape. HIV-infected African males believing that having sex with virgins will cure AIDS; 

→ 12 percent of the South African population is HIV positive; 

→ 50 percent of the drugs delivered to government-run hospitals are stolen from their store rooms; 

→ Khayelitsha hospital in Cape Town is inundated with a 70 percent increase of cases of tuberculosis and gastroenteritis; 

→ Various senior figures in the ANC are cleared of accusations of failing to pay tax by South Africa’s highest court; 

→ The leader of the Democratic Alternative dies in mysterious circumstances in Metsimahol; 

→ One in four South African policemen are illiterate; 

→ Three black police officers from Brighton, Port Elizabeth, previously convicted of failing to attain the highest standards of their profession, are reprieved and return to duty;   

→ An academic text critical of Post-Apartheid South Africa is banned by the Minister of Culture; 

→ The Guptas’ ANN7 channel completes a 380-million-Rand take-over of the Multi-Choice Pay TV company that owns DSTv and M-Net. 


Chapter 4

And by the way it is a curious thing, and just shows how blood will show out...     

— H. Rider Haggard

     King Solomon’s Mines

Gijs reflected on the stories he had been told about his great grandfather, who as a young boy had watched a Boer Commando riding out from Paardekraal in Krugersdorp to the west of Johannesburg. The Boers had gathered to fight for independence from the British Crown in their felt hats, leather jackets and riding boots. Mauser rifles cracking from the rifts, dropping the khakis as they marched on the plateau below. His great grandmother’s sisters had been seized and starved to death behind the British wires. Nearly twelve percent of the Boer population died in the British concentration camps. At home Gijs had been taught to quote Maria Fischer, a camp survivor, ‘We must leave our menfolk, children, fathers, brothers, sisters, house, everything, yes everything, and us — what shall become of us?’

And in the long evenings, with the sun slanting out over the veldt, he hummed Bok van Blerk’s song Afrikaanerhart to himself:

In fire and blood do I find myself now

As any Boer child and wife

A superior power now rules our land

Stand armed to the teeth

Its shadow falls like a dark cloud

Over the future of our people

And if we don’t fight we will vanish at Magersfontein

Do we draw the line?

Come Boer warrior, be heroes now

The day of reckoning is here

The enemy is running over our fields

Stand your ground against cannon fire

The English soldiers want to defeat our people

Promise pain and sorrow

But if you shoot, shoot through me

If you ask me, I will tell you

How the roots of my heart lie

If you ask me, I will show you

It’s my soil here in my fist

Even if all hell breaks loose behind us

And even if it falls down

Keep the line and stand like a man

It is here we can stop them

Stand firm South Africa!

Stand firm South Africa!  

Twenty-two thousand British soldiers had died in South Africa, most from preventable diseases like typhoid. The Empire’s war machine seemed to have learned nothing from its dispute in the far off Crimea. Something like half a million mules and horses lay rotting from the Drakensburg to the muddy banks of the Tugela. Gijs had been taught to idolise those young Boers with flowers in their buttonholes, staring back at him defiantly from the now proscribed school textbooks. Those self-same men, guerrilla warriors like Jan Smuts, who the Nobel Laureate Rudyard Kipling admitted had given the Brits ‘no end of a lesson’.

No mention of course was ever made of the causes of the war. The manoeuvring of Rhodes and the ‘gold bugs’, Alfred Beit and his partner Wernher of the Rand mining House, men eager to use patriotism and a blood-drenched Union Jack as a shield in order to advance their own private commercial interests.

‘The Boers could mobilise only 25,000 men,’ his grandfather would tell him, pausing only to fill his pipe before continuing, drawing figures in the air with the smoking mouthpiece. ‘And General Cronje warned Baden-Powell very clearly… It is understood that you have armed Bastards, Fingos and Baralongs against us — in this you have committed an enormous act of wickedness. Reconsider the matter, even if it cost you the loss of Mafeking. Disarm your blacks and thereby act the part of the white man in a white man’s war… but the British were driven on by a hatred that was not of their making. In that war the criminal Kitchener said… I do not want any incentive to do what is possible to finish… I think I hate the country, the people, the whole thing more every day… They burned our farms, poisoned our wells and built tin and concrete blockhouses to fence us in. After the disarmament at Slap Kranz it was all done and dusted.’ Then sitting back, puffing on his pipe he would quietly quote Kipling’s poem South Africa in an ironic tone:

Half her land was dead with drouth,

Half was red with battle;

She was fenced with fire and sword

Plague on pestilence outpoured,

Locusts on the greening sward

And murrain on the cattle!

True, oh true and overtrue!

That is why we love her!

For she is South Africa

And she is South Africa

She is our South Africa

Africa all over!

‘But it is not their South Africa, it’s ours!’ Gijs remembered shouting indignantly.

‘Well,’ his patient forebear would nod, ‘it is true that in 1652 the Dutch East India Company founded a shipping station at the Cape. But by 1795 we had lost this land to the British. Within a quarter of a century four thousand English speaking settlers came, they abolished slavery here like everywhere by an act of Parliament and took on the pillaging Zulus who were penetrating down into the empty ground of the north.’

‘Are you saying they were brave like us?’ Gijs asked naively.

The old man looked reflectively into the gloom. ‘They fell like stones at Isandlwana and a mere one hundred and fifty Welsh Borderers saw off four thousand Zulus at Rorke’s Drift. Livingstone may have supplied the Bakwains and the Bakhatla with guns but he laid the groundwork for the incorporation of Nyasaland, Uganda and Kenya into the British Empire. So you could say they have earned their claim too!’ Then, reaching over to a shelf by the fireside, Gijs remembered he had pulled down an old leather-bound copy of G.A. Henty’s By Sheer Pluck – A Tale of the Ashanti War, passing it to the wide-eyed boy, ‘There,’ he said, jabbing toward the tome with his pipe, ‘that will give you a taste of it.’

Gijs’s own father had served in the notorious 32 Battalion in a war that was no less brutal. Clad in sandy camouflage with a Sterling Submachine gun in his hands he had ridden out with the South African Defence Force, an army of three thousand against forty-five thousand trained Russians, Cubans and their Angolan dupes. The bush war raged from Luanda to the Cucene River and lasted on and off for thirteen years. Gijs now realised that that is where his father had got his physical strength, mental will-power and the Honoris Crux medal which he kept in a sock draw at his house. His mother had never spoken about her husband’s actions at Bridge 14, but the history books said it all. It seemed that Willem too had been tested by a ruthless enemy in hand-to-hand combat at close quarters. Gijs looked once more at the loaded Mamba on the worn corduroy chair arm, then the half-empty bottle of Lambs Navy Rum on the table before him. Outside, the incessant drumming and caterwauling of the squatters resounded in the moonlight and he leaned forward, fingers tightening on the gun’s polymer handle. 

He could hear the melody of Sing Afrikaaner Sing rising from somewhere deep inside him.

Sing Afrikaaner Sing!  

Let your voice be heard

Never let go of it

Ooh, Sing Afrikaaner Sing!

The next moment, almost without realising it, he was outside, striding manfully through the smoky air. Ahead, the big fire was dying down and the ritual chanting rose once more, a cluster of black figures dancing toe to toe, fists punching upwards into the sky. Gijs strode through the anthracite night towards them, peering over the children’s bobbing heads. In the centre of the crowd was the Izangoma, the leader of the Khosian dance, a shaven-headed hippo-girthed man, wearing a shambolic suit and a shining metal object the size of an Olympic medal, signifying his role as chief. Gijs was conscious the man was speaking, orating, enticing the spirit of the ancestors to come forth. The interloper could not understand what he was saying but every now and then there was a short pause and Gijs recognised the invocation to the praying mantis, which drew forth a sigh of awe from the witch doctor’s disciples, young and old alike, who nodded in wide-mouthed sympathy with his mesmerising words.

Gijs stopped short and looked about. He was surrounded like those men behind the sandbags at Rorke’s Drift. The malign boy he had tried to talk to by the roadside was standing nearby, his adolescent fury fixed in Gijs’s direction. Other primitive eyes now turned outwards from the revolving wheel of bodies toward him, recognising and feeling the presence of the outsider, The Settler. The man with the medal frowned, his face following his audience’s attention, his vocals faltering for a moment, then consciously rising in a bitter heathen symphony.

‘Ayasab’ amagwala, dubula, dubula. Ziyarapa lezinja, dubula, dubula!’

Gijs stood firm, back straight against the moon. He was not prepared to cower any more, and be damned if this was the rum talking. He lifted a flat white hand to the orator.

‘Enough!’ he screamed into the tensile dark, raising the Mamba for all to see. ‘I want you to leave my land!’

‘Our land, Bakhatla land!’ The soothsayer barked like a rabid hyena and Gijs shot him dead on the spot. The next thing he knew he was emptying a full fifteen round clip point blank into charging bodies. People were screaming, falling and dying just outside the circle of orange light cast by the fire. The dim-witted boy from the roadside made a crazed rush at him through a halo of flying embers and Gijs took his would-be assailant mid-flight as the boy’s blade circled down to strike. The bones of that hate-filled face imploding like a soft melon with the driving impact of the 9mm parabellum shell hammering through his nasal cartilage.  

→ Court officials agree that the execution of two white farm hands for the killing of a black is insufficient ‘because they should have suffered more’. One in particular stating at the unveiling of a plaque to the murdered innocent in Coligny, ‘He is our own Trayvon Martin!’; 

→ A Boer activist who said ‘We must fight!’ is forced to go into hiding after a bounty is placed on his head;

→ Books on the history the Afrikaaner people are banned in South Africa;

→ The South African Defense Minister enforces a second charter ‘to transform the sector’ to eliminate white males from the South African defense industry;

→ Downtown areas of Johannesburg go without electricity after five kilometres of copper wire are set on fire underneath the city;

→ A South African man is charged with attempted murder after throwing his six-month-old daughter off the top of a shack at the illegal Joe Slovo township in a protest to stop it being demolished;

→ In Free State, people who speak out against public corruption are suddenly killed in circumstances that, even in a country with widespread violent crime, arouse suspicions. One provincial government auditor who inquired about projects in the agriculture department, is killed along with his wife and children in a carjacking. In nearby Warden, a town where the local councilor had also campaigned on an anti-corruption ticket, property is subjected to compulsory purchase and home-owners turned out into the street;

→ Zimbabwean and South African officials meet in private conclave in Marondera.

It had not taken long for the jungle drums to relay what had happened to the town. Gijs had slept surprisingly well after finishing off the Navy rum and had just started making coffee when he saw the police car pull up outside the window. He hesitated a moment, the coffee pot steady in his hand. Gently he set it down on the counter, and breathed deep into his lungs, watching the dark figures moving cautiously toward his door. Lifting his Mamba, he slid the weapon inside his trousers.

‘Mr de Wet!’ officer Mthethwa called loudly, knocking on the sunscreen door.

‘Yes?’ Gijs replied, his white face half in shadow.

‘It is I, Sentltse Mthewthwa,’ the black man confirmed, his black face half in sunlight.

‘And I, officer Diakanyo,’ his companion echoed from the stoep.

‘How can I be of assistance?’ Gijs reached down inside his shirt checking for the butt of his weapon.

‘There are some questions we must ask you!’

‘Some questions!’ Diakanyo jabbered, nodding.

‘About last evening, you mean?’ Gijs tried not to sound too concerned.

‘Yes, about the shooting.’

‘Shootings!’ Diakanyo corrected.

‘Self-defence!’ Gijs stalled, fingers lifting the gun from his waist band.

‘Two people have wounds in their back?’

‘It was dark, there was smoke...’

‘Yes, and they say it was you who attacked them?’

‘Attacked them,’ once again that familiar doppelganger’s voice.

‘They were on my land. They were trespassing!’

‘There are claims and traditions that go back further than your land deeds.’

‘Not in my book!’

‘Nevertheless, that is the case!’

‘The case!’ Diakanyo eased the safety catch off his machine pistol.

‘So, how can I help you?’

‘We need to see you face to face, to ask some routine questions. May we come in?’

‘Questions?’ Diakanyo was raising his weapon.

‘Like what?’ Gijs forgot to mask his irritation.

‘Like why you were in the field with the gun?’

‘Yes, the gun?’ Diakanyo’s feet were shuffling on the parched boards. 

‘It is my field. I have a license for the gun!’

‘You don’t have a license to kill, Mr de Wet?’ Now it was Mthethwa’s turn to sound irritated.

‘No, no license to kill!’ Diakanyo stopped moving and hugged his weapon tight to his hip.

‘Look,’ Gijs went to say as the pink palm of Mthethwa’s black hand pushed on the door. He saw Diakanyo’s shadow with the silhouetted Uzi held out before him and then there was an exchange of gunshots at very close quarters. Two bodies fell with the sound of the splintering jacaranda wood burning in their flaring nostrils. 

→ Members of Robert Mugabe’s extended family are provided with private apartments in the luxury Morningside district in the Sandton district of Johannesburg; 

→ An activist with AgriSA is arrested for formenting bigotry and social dissension when he talks about drills being taken to people’s knees and molten plastic being dripped onto the naked flesh of the victims by the perpetrators;

→ The premier of North West Province says once again, ‘I continue to have a problem with continued white superiority in this country. They still control the land and the banks. We are at last going to tell them that they are visitors in this, our blessed country’;

→ An orphanage for abandoned Boer children set up by a former parachutist with the South African Defense Force is burnt to the ground;

→ The Government closes the Volksteun charity which assists Boer families living below the poverty line on the grounds that is continuing apartheid style practices.

Gijs stared down at his hands; they were trembling violently like an alcoholic with the DTs. The pain was settling sharply into the flesh of his wounded arm. Johan and Jooste sat either side of him in the pickup. He thought they would have taken him straight to the police station but they had veered off the road, turning south, heading for accident and emergency at the local village hospital.

‘Is this for my sake, or yours?’ Gijs breathed.

‘For yours!’ Johan stuttered, glancing nervously at the road. ‘There is no point in making a report to the police. They’ll just arrest you and charge you for murder.’

‘Murder? I was defending my home!’

‘Who says?’

‘I do!’

Johan laughed cynically, shaking his head and glancing at Gijs reproachfully. ‘Your word, as a vengeful Boer, against all those Hotties!’

‘Yes!’

‘And the policemen?’

‘Them too!’

‘You are not thinking straight!’

‘But it’s true, they were coming to kill me!’

‘And who’s side do you think the kaffir judge is going to take? Have you heard of many blacks being charged for farm attacks lately? Or corrupt policeman being sacked?’ The to and fro of their conversation went on until they got to the clinic and took their seats in the emergency room. Gijs’s head dropped, his pale blue eyes staring blankly at the ammonia saturated floor.

‘Isn’t it dangerous here, too?’ he murmured.

For a moment Johan did not respond. ‘We’ll get you patched up by one of ours and then we will get out of here,’ he said simply.

‘To where?’

‘We have some friends,’ Johan winked wickedly. 

‘But my place. My things?’

Johan shook his head. ‘They’ll be crawling all over it by now.’

‘Like flies on cow shit!’ Jooste interjected angrily.

‘My bank account?’

‘You’ll need to empty it of all you can today and disappear!’

‘What, like a fugitive?’

‘That’s what you are, Gijs! Wake up, man!’ Johann said.

‘But remember — you are not alone,’ Jooste said sympathetically, gripping Gijs’ good arm in solidarity.

→ The wives of the Presidents of both Zimbabwean and South Africa announce they are to establish a high end shopping chain throughout Australasia; 

→ New Black Economic Empowerment statutes are introduced;

→ The South Africa Public Investment Corporation (PIC) is bankrupted after years of maladministration;

→ The author of a less than flattering biography of Nelson Mandela is sued for libel by members of the former President’s family;

→ Uganda’s health ministry admits that it has lost control of the large-scale epidemic of the Viral Hemorrhagic Fever, VHF, which causes victims to suffer burning fever before bleeding freely from orifices, including eyes, anuses and mouths;

→ Open discussion by whites on Facebook and elsewhere about the possibility of a tax revolt results in a mass arrests in the Pinetown district of Durban.


Chapter 5

The cowards are scared

(Shoot! Shoot!)

Shoot the Boer     

(Shoot! Shoot!)

For almost twenty years Hastings Mabuza’s family had lived in a large bungalow near the Vaanderbilt Park country club. It was an exclusive location, many of the houses having been confiscated, after Majority Rule, from the Europid entrepreneurs, stockbrokers and doctors who had inhabited the ranch-style houses since the nineteen seventies.

Now liquorice limbs paddled and bladders freely urinated in the swimming pools. The thoroughbreds’ paddocks, whites-only tennis courts and Italianate cafes were a mere parody of an opulent past, as the kleptocratic noveau riche tried to convince themselves that they too were worthy inheritors of the space they now occupied, sipping lattes and reading abridged literature in the shade cast by the tarps.  

This was where Hastings relaxed, being himself a direct beneficiary of Rector Pityana’s Afrocentric ideology. He was very fond of quoting Frantz Fanon, ‘The wealth of the imperial countries is our wealth too … for in a very concrete way Europe has stuffed herself inordinately with the gold and raw materials of the colonial countries… Europe is literally a creation of the Third World.’

And he would quite happily shout down those who said that Robert Mugabe, Idi Amin and Jacob Zuma were Popes of Terror, who had merely wrapped their illegal acquisition of other people’s property and wealth in the verbiage of anti-colonialist rhetoric. ‘Saying that in itself is racist,’ Mabuza would laugh scornfully, ‘and typical of the evil culture that had created apartheid. Who else, but the bigoted white man could deny the black man’s economic, cultural and sporting success!’  

Hastings had the roof of his villa re-tiled while he was in Paris attending the World Conference Against Racism, telling his Afrikaner gardener to plant bougainvillaea around the boundary walls. In the quiet of his study he would meet with fellows from the Pan African Socialist Bloc, now working together to impose quotas on the number of whites attending university, and to set up a new Black Union that would establish cooperative associations once they had completed the compulsory transfer of Settler farms in the Transkei.

He was only too aware that his government was in secret discussions with China and fully supported the ANC government’s declaration that South Africa would use Beijing as a model for its own economic and social development. Excited by the thought of repeating Mao Zedong’s Cultural Revolution, he steadfastly defended the African Union spurning favourable trade deals with India and selecting China as a priority market for all strategic minerals and food production. After all, Chinese direct investment in Africa had now reached four hundred and fifty billion dollars per annum and three quarters of the continent’s governments imported Chinese military equipment, like the Dong Feng 21 anti-ship ballistic missile, the Shenyang J 15 fighter, the VT-4 MBT and ZTZ-99A tank, CH -5 drones and Pterodactyl WJ-1 unmanned aerial vehicles. With the twenty-five thousand trained technical personnel from the People’s Liberation Army to install and maintain this vast arsenal, President Xi Jin Ping’s vision of a new maritime Silk Road across the Indian Ocean, leading straight towards the east coast of Africa, was being realised despite objections from Delhi. 

Mabuza was firmly of the belief that China was proving to be a staunch ally. Had they not quadrupled their contribution to the Chinese-Africa Investment Fund while at the same time announcing plans for over four hundred and twenty key infrastructure projects involving world-class rail links between Mombasa and Nairobi? The professor had no time for those who raised objections about the fact that Chinese-government-owned corporations had acquired two thirds of Africa’s vanadium, gold and diamond reserves and that the Chinese demographic had tripled along the coastlines of Kenya, Tanzania and Mozambique.

‘There are only twenty million of our people living there among the mangroves, coral reefs and savannah woodlands. There is plenty of room for us all. And is it not true that like us the Chinese were victims of Colonialism too?’ Mabuza would say. ‘Look at what the Fascist Palmerston did with his gunboat diplomacy, so that the British could force their opium on our brethren in Canton and other cities! So what if Bejing provides incentives to the population of Zhezing Province to migrate to regions where the eco-systems are fragile and bio-diversity is under threat? What about prosperity? We need jobs, and our benefactors in the East are responding to skills shortages they have identified in the key sectors of our economies. It will only improve our competitiveness in the future.’

Everyone turned a blind eye to the increasing penchant of a small clique of black Africans for the ‘show’ of wealth, gold chains, expensive cars and ghetto slang. It was now common to see rich government-placed men, steeped in kick-backs, parading with their numerous Ashanti wives and sometimes their blonde girlfriends for the paparazzi. White flesh was still a potent status symbol. If you were not born with it, you could acquire access to it, using your ill-gotten gains, and have it hang off your arm, decorate your publicity photographs, or better still, sweeten your bed.    

Every morning Hastings would wake up in sweat-soiled sheets, slump over to the bathroom and look at the fuliginous face that stared back at him from the mirror. Those swollen brown eyes popping out of a carved Yoruba tribal mask. Prominent canine teeth, like one of Dian Fossey’s specimens, all animalistic and primeval.

It pained him that everything, from the minor things like the scissors he used to clip his nails, to the electricity that lit his house, the combustion engine that drove his car, and the tie, shirt and suit he wore, were all assumed to be products of the inventive genius and inspiration of other peoples. In his library he had a pristine first edition George G.M. James’s book Stolen Legacy as well as the collected works of Cheikh Anta Diop. His writing desk was smothered with Afrocentric publications proving that Africans had invented traffic lights, blood banks, small pox vaccines, ironing boards and airships. His beloved Nation-of-Islam-style writers lucidly explained how these ideas had all been stolen by the Europeans or Orientals like the Japanese. And how the great cities and libraries, motorways and statues that had differentiated advanced Africa from backward London had been destroyed by Livingstone and Stanley as they advanced along the Zambesi. These emissaries from the ricket riven ghetto slums of Victorian England, giving their scorched-earth orders to the vast army of Christian Missionary zealots, who had levelled every manifestation of African achievement, reducing the electrified cosmopolitan trading centres of the so-called Dark Continent to windblown ash.     

Hastings particularly liked books and films about real history. TV shows like the BBC’s Troy: Fall of a City with Ghanian David Gyasi in the role of Achilles and theatre productions like Amadeus with the Tanzanian Lucian Msamati playing Salieri, Mozart’s deadly rival. Then there was the 2013 movie Mandela: The Long Walk to Freedom, the 2016 re-make of the Magnificent Seven, and Pacific Rim: Uprising. He would run his finger longingly across the covers of books like C.L.R. James’ Black Jacobins and Laurent Dubois’ Avengers of the New World. He would replay the Black Panther DVD and Sengbe Pieh’s masterful oration from the Spielberg movie Amistad time and again.

‘We will re-discover Wakanda,’ he would whisper at the glowing flat screen.

But he kept his most cherished works like Negroes with Guns by Robert F. Williams and Roots by Alex Hailey in his bedside cabinet, nestled safely up against sticky plastic DVD cases with titles like Six Black Sticks for One White Chick, Blacks in Blondes and Black Gangbangers.

→ A former American First Lady accepts the Chairmanship of the Civil Rights sponsored charity ‘Educate an African Child’ and speaks at the opening ceremony of a new gymnasium at the Kakenya Boarding School for Girls in Kenya; 

→ It is estimated that during the first five years of ANC rule the official crime figures (despite widespread recognition of under-reporting) increased by 33%;

→ Unemployment in South Africa rises to 58%;

→ The Rand has fallen 70% in value since the African National Congress took power in 1994;

→ An economic researcher reveals that following Majority Rule the base-line of South African salaries dropped by 40% and that today the average South African earns less than $3000 per annum;

→ Polls taken at the time of Mandela’s death revealed that 60% of the whole population (including blacks) thought the country was better run under Apartheid;

→ In 2013, Transparency International’s Global Corruption Barometer found South Africa to be one of the most corrupt countries in the world;

→ In 2013, 83% of South Africans believe the police force is corrupt. As many as 36% openly admit paying bribes to the police;

→ Mozambique’s President uses seven million pounds given by the British Government in foreign aid to purchase a second private jet;

→ A sixty-four year old pharmaceutical executive who was tortured with blow torches for hours, is held in police custody after he is reported to have made a racist comment in relation to the culprits;

→ The remains of a white farmer shot during a raid on his home in Stellenbosch are disinterred when those accused of the crime overturn their conviction; it is feared that the grave might become a shrine for those attempting to make a martyr out of the victim. 


Chapter 6

Do you realise what a powerful force

is gathered here tonight between these four

walls? Show me a greater power on the whole

continent of Africa!

—H.J. Klopper

    First Chair of the Broederbond, 1968 

After Gijs was wrapped and dosed with antibiotics at a clinic on the outskirts of Lichtenburg, he was driven by the Oswald Pirow Commando through the next day and night in a relay of cars between Vrystaad and Newcastle, along the M14 and R34. Eventually he found himself in a secret camp in the shrub-studded hills. There Gijs met a cell called the Wit Perd or White Horse, a group of hardened ex-servicemen. They were armed with R1 and R4 rifles, M26 hand grenades and a steel-hard determination to fight back. They swore that for every settler the ANC killed, the Wit Perd would wreak revenge sevenfold.

‘It is kill or be killed!’ he was told that night as they sat around a roaring fire. ‘You know, they are describing you as a psychotic killer both in the newspapers and on TV. Apparently your father is a hardened racist who committed war crimes on the Angolan border!’

‘Crap!’ Gijs spat. ‘My father served in the 32 and was in the Selous for a while.’ His companions were grinning; several even chuckled.

‘So that’s where our so-called free press got the idea? From the black’s perspective the Selous are no better than the Waffen SS!’

The Wit Perd had established a training camp in Umtata along similar lines to the Rhodesian Wafa Wafa base on the banks of Lake Kariba, which had been formed to counter terrorists in the nineteen seventies. Their command structure was founded on veterans of the 5 Reconnaissance Commando, previously based at the Rabi barracks in Mangula. They drew recruits from the sons and daughters of former Blanke Bevrydingbeweging, Orde van die Dood and Orde Boervolk sympathisers. A certain Major Jan Muller was the commandant, a veteran of several insurgencies who had served with Australian and British Special Forces in Afghanistan, Iraq, Indonesia and Libya. As Gijs was to learn, trainees were dropped from a helicopter into the nearby swamp lands, starved, exhausted and antagonized for hours on end by their future commanders, then reconstructed into autonomous self-reliant killing machines. Recruits were expected to stay for two or three months ‘in country’. ‘The land is our best teacher!’ quipped one of the old recruits. ‘It knows no shame, no mercy...’ There were strict controls on access and exit to the camp. After the weak and ideologically suspect had been weeded out, the survivors, the ‘mad and the damned’ as they were nicknamed, undertook advanced firearms, unarmed combat and explosives training. Weapons like SMGs, hand-grenades and ground-to-air Stinger missile systems were stored in sealed containers and buried in the ground. Gijs was pretty sure that if the police ever visited they would be met with civility at the gate and watched carefully through the elongated carbon fibre telescopes of snipers in the dry crags above. Trainees were told in no uncertain terms to forget about their women. Muller would give seminars on the Nyadzonya Raid in the Rhodesian war where the kill ratio was thirty to one in the attacker’s favour and the seizure of the Ruacana-Calueque dam by South African reconnaissance forces.

‘That is the threshold ratio,’ he emphasised. ‘Anything below that, given the current demographics, is a defeat!’ Then Muller would remind them of the rules. About ten minutes in to his talk he would look about them with hard eyes, waving a Vector Z88 pistol in the air. ‘If anyone runs away or betrays us, I will shoot them myself, with this gun!’ And no one was left in any doubt after he did precisely that to one English-speaking comrade and they were forced to hide the body in the bush. ‘Dig it deep,’ Muller was muttering from his perch in a nearby Matoppie tree. ‘We don’t want the jackals digging up the Kafferboetie!’ 

By Gijs’s reckoning they had a stockpile of twelve MILAN 3 anti-tank weapons; twenty-two air-to-ground missiles; three hundred Milkov SMG’s; forty to fifty thousand rounds of ammunition; twenty-nine Glock and Vektor pistols; fifty crossbows; seventeen two-way radios; ten night vision head-sets and a melange of Dinogel, Emex and Tovex explosives, along with an array of fuses, detonators, camouflage netting and bullet-proof vests. Not quite an army, but materiel which in the hands of capable or desperate men represented a substantial threat to the daily routine of the regime.

After five months of rigorous training Gijs was ready to take the oath in a torchlit ceremony under the marula trees. 

The commander stepped forward and read the names of the new graduates, then intoned: ‘Do you solemnly declare, in the presence of the witnesses here gathered, that you will fight to protect your people and liberate your land. That you will remain true to the word of God and enact the Father’s will by upholding the honour and spirit of the Afrikaner Union that built this country and that will one day reclaim its inheritance passed down to us from Den Briel, who liberated it from the Spanish Empire in 1572.’

‘I do,’ each and every one replied solemnly, ‘unto my dying breath.’ Then the whole assembly broke out into a spontaneous rendition of Bok van Blerk’s Die Kaplyn or ‘Chop Line’:

Between bushes and trees

Between borders we all wait for tomorrow

But at eighteen we were all lost

How could we understand

And who weighs our lives now

Because only God alone knows why we quiver

Because at eighteen we all just wanted to live

Just one flash and your life was gone

Are you calling me

Calling me back to the chop-line my friend

The world has turned over the years

When we were young how could we have guessed

Are you searching for me

Searching for me now in the dust and your blood

You said you heard how God was calling you

Then it was all over…

After all these years

Far gone do we drift around in our deeds

Only soldiers live damage caused by borders

How can you understand?

Because the bush gobbles our tracks

In the dark bush we prayed together for tomorrow

But in one flash your life was over

Are you calling me?

Are you calling me back to die kaplyn, my friend? 

The world has turned over the years

When we were young how could we have guessed

Where are you now?

Is your name then retained on our walls?

You were never honoured and no one will

Write about your life and what you still wanted…

And at that wall

I stand for hours

But where’s your name now my friend?

Can they not understand?

Young soldiers perish

Without reason they carry the blame…

→ The 600,000 whites living in squalid camps across South Africa, often without water, power or electricity, are informed that their shacks will be bulldozed and they must leave or be arrested for squatting illegally;  

→ Charges of genocide are laid by a pro-European patriotic group at the International Court in the Hague but there is a virtual media blackout on the issue;

→ Naspers, the biggest News Media group in South Africa, generates 72.2% of its revenue from investments in South Africa;

→ The Economic Freedom Fighters newsletter repeats an image first used in October 2013 which displays a banner reading: ‘A revolutionary must become a cold killing machine motivated by pure hate.’ Other posters reading ‘The honeymoon is over for white people in South Africa’ and ‘We need to kill them like they killed us!’ are witnessed but denied by Economic Freedom Fighters spokespersons on News 24;

→ Attendees of the 30th June 2019 rally in London against violent crime in South Africa are arrested by order of the Head of the Counter-Terrorism Unit;

→ Claims that 70,000 whites have been killed by blacks since 1994, effectively 10.6 per day, are hotly disputed in the British media. With the Chair of the Afro-British Advisory Council on British Foreign Policy, demanding that such an accusation be retracted on the grounds of ‘pure racism alone’. 

 

‘Listen up,’ the Major said one day to a group of them around mid-morning. Something in his voice brought their attention around at once. One of them, squatting in the dust, slowly rose. ‘Viljoen, Bouwer and de Wet, you are going on a mission tonight. Collect your ordnance from the armoury at midday and meet me back here by 12.30, understood!’

The men glanced at each other, but knew better than to ask questions. 

The Afdeling Commando cell gathered at the pre-ordained time as Muller drove up in a yellow Volkswagen car. The windows were down and a song by Steve Hofmeyr blasted through the dry heat. ‘Get in,’ he commanded. ‘You’ve all got your things?’ One by one they confirmed, each running through the checklist with which they had been provided. ‘Excellent!’ Muller said. ‘Now it is time for action!’

They drove for hours along the R61 to Hairfield and pulled up close to the arrivals building at what had once been Matanzima airport but was now rebranded Desmond Tutu airport. Muller got out and indicated for Bouwer, an explosives specialist, to set the one hundred and fifty kilogramme Anfax bomb in the boot. ‘That will bring the house down,’ he quipped before ratcheting his automatic. Then the commando hid their firearms in fake luggage bags and fanned out through the expectant crowds, waiting to cheer the arrival of the former American President, an honorary Kenyan citizen, whose avowed aim was to re-energise Africa, or as his wife put it, while speaking at the opening of an all-black fraternity house in Mbombela, ‘to heal the wounds inflicted upon the poor and oppressed by the Atlantic slave trade across both the American and African continents!’

Each member of the unit had memorised his specific instructions about who and what to target. All were ready when the thirty-minute Anfax timer ticked over and the car bomb went off shattering the glass frontage of the auditorium, buckling the concrete, tipping people onto the concourse just above where the former President was giving a press conference. The Ystergarde moved forward peppering security with automatic fire. ‘Heal this, you hypocritical mother-fucker!’ Gijs found himself yelling into the rolling cameras of the world’s media, wading through rivulets of blood and dessicated Bantu limbs, his tear-clouded eyes streaming with memories of his murdered wife and daughter.  


Chapter 7


We are told that investors are going to be scared away when we speak about the economy. Good riddance. South Africans will take over…

— Roland Lamola, 8th June 2012

‘We have to destroy what is evil in order to build a good and just society,’ Hastings was explaining to an exhilarated audience, ‘just like the communities we had before the Afrikaners came.’ Then, after taking a mouthful of water from an open bottle, he sprayed, ‘Like our brothers say — Our Economy, Our Land, Our Way!’

The crowd was in a state of frenzy from his dizzy rhetoric, the dancing throng imagined the broken bodies of dying children, screaming women and the wriggling pink torsos of flayed European skin. ‘We must continue this work!’ he cried, his voice rising to the pitch of their enthusiasm. ‘Their blood-thirsty terrorism will not stop our mission!’

‘Mayibuye! Afrika, Mayibuye Afrika!’ the audience responded. 

After his performance Hastings climbed down off the podium, his face glowing with joy. He was immediately mobbed by Spear of the Nation activists and Veterans of the Bush War, a ragtag of old men — freedom fighters that the whites had accused of attacking isolated villages alongside poachers and drug runners. Troops that some right-wing historians claimed had fled in panic before the well-trained but heavily outnumbered South African army units operating in countryside. He gripped their hands warmly in his own, letting their compliments stream upon him.

‘Wonderful, simply wonderful,’ people were murmuring. ‘Inspirational!’ an excited face shouted from the back. Mabuza’s place on stage was soon occupied by a traditional singing troop, blasting out hypnotic rhythms. Hastings raised his fist in a symbolic gesture of unity and bellowed, ‘Father Mandela lives forever!’

 ‘Father Mandela, Father Mandela!’ came back in wave upon wave of deep resonating bass tones. There was some screaming too and one feather-clad woman sliced through a cockerel’s wattle with a sharp blade, pulsing blood spraying over people as they swayed and moved. ‘Mayibuye! Afrika! Mayibuye Afrika!’

Hastings saluted once more and left the township hall, making a call on his mobile, insistent his chauffer should pick him up quickly so he could get to the airport at once. He had made plans to fly to Mauritius that evening with Marie, having already collected their Air Natal tickets in the name of Mr and Mrs Gazupo.

Hastings waited uncomfortably on the sidewalk, avoiding an insect nest lodged in the asbestos sheet roofing above his head. His nostrils picked up the odour of a broken sewerage pipe over-spilling onto the side of the dirt-track road. He could see where the locals collected water from discarded oil drums and carried it between the carefully demarcated tribal boundaries in the curved rubber bladders of tyre inner-tubes. This is why he fought so hard — so that these people, his people, could have a better life. So that the descendants of Stompie Moeketsi, the murdered teenager who had once stood alongside Winnie Mandela, could make their way in the world. There were a million Stompies now, and he knew some were hiding behind a sheet of iron or loosened planks at that very moment, watching him. He felt his spirit expand at the thought. They would make good soldiers for his empowerment agenda.

Hastings may have had some reservations about many of them but he needed them and he had convinced himself they needed him. At least he had their respect for now, and their envy. He was after all a powerful man. He understood that some of the brighter ones wanted to be like him, aspiring to his way of life. That was why the arms shipments coming in from Beijing were needed. Not just because the government were anticipating some kind of external military threat, but also to use against their own people, so that the new elite like Mabuza could maintain their control of things. 

Within minutes Mabuza’s car pulled up and a slope-shouldered driver with an especially horizontal forehead sidled around the car, saluted awkwardly and opened the door for his baas to slide inside and escape the bright dusty sunlight.

‘The airport!’ Hastings barked. His mind was on the vanilla-skinned woman waiting for him and he did not want to be late.

←→

Hastings leapt out of the car and ran towards the Departure Lounge just as a soothing pre-recorded English voice was saying, ‘Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen. This is an airport announcement for Air Natal Airlines, departing at 17.20 for Mauritius. We are now inviting our first class guests to make their way to the boarding area in preparation for departure. Please ensure you have your boarding cards and internal identity certification with you for our cabin crew to check, thank you.’

Mabuza’s legs were beginning to tire as he forced his way through the hawkers selling powders and snake skins. He was lost for a moment amid the low constant hum of conversation. All around was a sea of boubous and burquas, pushing forward as though they expected there would be insufficient seats for all of them. The internet was full of stories about how Natal Airlines short-changed their clientele, but Hastings was only too aware that the company was part owned by a senior ANC administrator, and it was exceedingly unlikely any formal enquiries would be sanctioned despite the multitudes of complaints that flooded in by e-mail and post on a daily basis. What did it matter? He lived above all of that.

Hastings thought the security appeared relaxed considering the recent terrorist attack at Desmond Tutu airport, but he was too excited about his trip to give it any serious consideration. Those Nazis would be hunted down like the animals they were for embarrassing his government in front of the world, causing America’s Good Will Ambassador to run and hide. Catching sight of Marie among the melee, Hastings took hold of her small pale hand and held it firmly in his own.

‘I didn’t think you would make it,’ she gasped as he pulled her after him.

‘Come,’ he said, ‘we must get our seats!’

As they approached the flight desk, Marie watched as Hastings literally grew taller in his demeanour, pushing up on his toes and puffing out his chest in a peacock’s show of self-importance. 

‘Hello, Sir,’ said the woman behind the desk as Hastings offered his own and then Marie’s identity cards through the gap in the plastic screen.

‘Please, I was unable to make the reservation for the seats with the private cubicle...’

‘Oh, I see,’ said the girl, unsure how to respond. ‘The passengers with that reservation, Mr and Mrs Schmidt have already boarded.’

‘Whites?’ Hastings surmised.

‘Yes.’

‘Have them moved to other seats, these if necessary,’ Mabuza carelessly indicated the green dockets he had placed before her. ‘I want that cubicle!’ The girl hesitated for a micro-second, looking around vainly for a superior to help her, and Hastings pounced.

‘Do you know who I am?’ he whispered, the backs of his hands hitting down hard onto the wooden surface, chocolate knuckles hinting at his genealogy. ‘I want those seats now!’ The young check-in girl was visibly shaking, big eyes staring up at Hastings, mortally terrified he was going to strike her.

Marie seized his arm, pulling his face, knotted with angst and practically bursting with muscular spasms, towards her.

‘Do not worry, Hastings,’ she breathed, ‘we will be perfectly comfortable...’ Mabuza’s shoulders unbuckled and his short neck bowed.

‘If you are sure?’ Hasting was still glowering at the Natal airlines employee.

‘Yes, of course!’ Marie smiled, blushing in nervous excitement at this show of masculine dominance. Hastings relented, slowly, and nodded his curt acquiescence, with the same air of brutal authority, to the girl behind the desk.

Then, walking on through the security barrier, the couple joined the others aboard the plane bound for Port Saint Louis. 

→ The Afro-American co-founder of the Giraffe Movement, demands Silicon Valley donate more money to Africa; 

→ Tanzania’s leading anti-corruption campaigner is revealed to be a beneficiary of illegal off-books trading at the Tanzania Port Authority; 

→ New revelations from investigators looking into financial malfeasance in Dar es Salaam reveals that The Tegeta Escrow scandal of 2014 is likely to be overshadowed by corruption linked to the Tanzania Election Supply Company (TANESCO) involving Kenyan and Indian business tycoons;

→ National prosecutors say they are trying to recover over $4billion related to an Indian family’s project management of a range of state assets including schools, public housing, the police, power utility companies, airways and rail services.


Chapter 8


Skep self u eie toekoms!

It was far from a unified group that met in an Een-heidskomitee in Kroonstad. For despite Afrikanerdom having a common enemy, their various strategies as to how to address the problem and their very differing visions for the future greatly hampered them. In that regard this was not unlike the first meeting of the brothers in Vereeniging way back in 1902. Just like then, straggler units had drifted in from across the Vaal River, some in secret, others in open defiance of the temporal authorities. A century or so ago, it was the British Imperial forces under Lord Kitchener that brought them together, now it was teflon-faced Bantus and their allies armed with automatic weaponry and an inflated sense of victimhood. In cold echoes of the splits between Hertzog and Smuts and their young intellectual rivals of the burgerstand persuasion like Malan, Van der Merwe and Verwoerd, the post-apartheid forces were similarly riven with distrust and uncertainty. What they all recognised however was that they could not risk another Herzog-style Smithfield Address, outing their intended activities to the ANC government. They knew round-ups and summary justice were bound to ensue and their key people would be mercilessly liquidated in much the same way that all those years ago Ontlametse Menyatsoe, the Bophuthatswanan policeman, had opened fire with his R4 automatic rifle on unarmed AWB men in their Mercedes. And just like that historic incident in 1994, the world’s media would present these events in a manner that exonerated the executions, so that no blame or illegality could be attached to the perpetrator’s so-called justifiable homicide.

Firstly, there were the remnants of the National Party headed by Jon Botha, a direct descendant of a former Minister. Smug and conservative, his approach was essentially to limit and mitigate majority excesses rather than confront the enemy militarily. They were the traditionalists, committed to power-sharing and compromise, believing that the ANC leadership could be reasoned with or made to realize that the whites could fight back and possibly inflict sufficient economic damage to harm their personal interests. Then there were the re-formed Orde Boerevolk led by Ben Aarde, and the Aksie Eie Toekoms led by Joseph Czapski. Both groups were committed to armed struggle, total segregation, expelling blacks from the identified Boer homelands and enforcing their boundaries by recourse to a trained militia. The only substantive difference between these two was the location of the proposed homelands and eligibility of non-Boers for citizenship.

The Landsberaad was being conducted under a Vierkleurs flag depicting the valorous three sevens emblem. The Chair read aloud a quote by Eugene Terre’Blanche, martyr of Venersdorp, which was heard in respectful silence:

‘They came from the sea, the white people of this country. Not because they wanted to but because their ship stranded and they had to... Because for many dark years Africa had lain and waited for civilization to come to it. For thousands of years when older civilizations had been established and had fallen, this land had stood empty and uninhabited, waiting for the nation that God chose should come here... And the white man and the new white people became like their land. He became as hard as his land. He became as pure and as strong...’ 

Gijs and others from the Ystergarde were present as security. He noted that, sitting among the Boers, there were also people with English, German, Italian and Danish accents. These fellow travellers were spread around the room, listening to the debate, the back and forth of the arguments and the endless counter-arguments.

‘We cannot risk actions that would lead to further disinvestment!’ Botha was arguing. ‘Look what happened last time. The Oppenheimers, Old Mutual and all the others pulled their capital out!’

‘Like Lamola said — good riddance,’ Czapski spat. ‘We don’t need them!’

‘Of course we need them!’ Botha rejoined. ‘It is naive to think otherwise.’

‘What we don’t need is British Aerospace and Daimler Benz distributing bribes to our enemies,’ Aarde observed cynically, ‘keeping these graft-addicted rabble in cash!’ Then the discussion began to fragment into inter-European name calling and table thumping.

‘For fuck’s sake this egotistical self-indulgence has got to stop!’ Gijs blurted out loud. ‘These differences between Poles and Welsh — it matters little when we are all of us facing extermination!’ Then, conscious his words had silenced the room, he added, for all to hear, ‘Our children won’t thank us if we cannot even agree among ourselves!’ 

The balding Botha, eyebrows raised, pointed at Gijs with a short stubby forefinger. 

‘Gentlemen, I see we have a Professor from Muller’s Ystergarde with us today. One of the incendiaries responsible for the black backlash all across the Cape,’ Botha sneered, ‘Please, continue Herr Professor, I am sure our dignitaries and guests would all be delighted to have the opportunity to hear more of your homespun philosophy!’ Gijs hesitated to respond, stammering as heads turned to look at him.

‘I just mean...’ he croaked, fingers running nervously along the length of his weapon.

‘He just means we have no time!’ Czapski interrupted, coming to Gijs’s defence. ‘We all know what this dictatorship is doing. Their mirage of a multicultural mengelmoes society is pure deceit. We cannot vote our way out of this. We need a people’s movement, a Volk in beweging, to answer such an insult to our intelligence. What we are discussing here is either delaying that process, or ending that process. Just that, those are the only options! For me delaying tactics is just postponing the inevitable. I say we separate, establish a Volkstaat and fight if needs be!’ Many rallied to support Czapski’s view. Crestfallen, Botha looked away from Gijs, his eyes crossing the table towards Aarde who sat amongst the Orde Boervolk contingent.

‘So Ben,’ he asked wearily, ‘Where do you stand?’ Silence fell over them, and all eyes turned toward the great figurehead of the Orde. At least now, after his faux pas, Gijs sensed things were being brought to a head.

Aarde had up to that point sat relatively quietly. Now, he shifted in his chair, clever eyes taking in everything about him. Like Czapski he exuded charisma and had a strong physical presence. He was articulate and persuasive. But unlike his Aksie Eie Toekoms rival, he was less volatile and more considered. Everyone knew that his family had been fire bombed out of their farm outside East London sometime before. He had lost three relatives to the descendants of King Shaka, their clothes torn away and genitals mutilated to warn off the rest. For this alone, no one could question his allegiances; but it was his inner qualities that had brought him to the point whereby he could sit as a sort of unofficial judge among them.

‘We must show our people the way,’ he said slowly and firmly. ‘We must demonstrate that there is only one outcome. Silence will lead to oblivion.’

Botha was incensed.

‘But if the ANC mobilise they can put eighty thousand soldiers in the field. Then there’s groups like the Miners Union, half a million strong!’

‘Cannon fodder!’ Czapski shrugged. ‘They are untrained!’

Botha nodded furiously. ‘They are also unrestrained. There will be even worse atrocities than now!’

‘Worse than those sanctioned by the police and army in the East Rand?’

‘They are all in it together anyway,’ Aarde intervened. ‘You know that, Botha! The police take off their uniforms and infiltrate the townships to stir up the Hotties.’

‘Comrades, we can run scared or die fighting!’ Czapski blurted. At this, Botha fell into a sulk, and it seemed the discussion had ended. A vote was taken and a clear majority was reached despite the Nationalist’s discordant mumblings. Botha picked up his papers and, looking darkly about the room, signalled to his delegation that it was time to leave.

‘My friends,’ he said in a strained but dignified tone, ‘I and my colleagues feel we can contribute no further in this Lansberaad. The course of action you are proposing runs counter to my party’s position.’

As the nationalists trooped out Aarde signalled to Muller to escort the departing men off the premises. Gijs and Viljoen, his colleague from the Matanzima action, joined the Major as he followed Botha out into the bouncing hot sunshine. 

Then Aarde, who had clearly anticipated these events, began to propose a detailed plan involving mass actions and symbolic gestures to unify the Volk, deeds which were guaranteed to reach the attention of the international media. At first Czapski’s pride made him derail some of the finer details, but seeing Aarde was willing to give ground he soon endorsed the emerging strategy and by early evening a toast was made to Broerkap and a raucous chorus of Die Stem broke out in the makeshift conference room. 

←→

Hastings’ shoulders were pressed back against the cushion as the aircraft gained momentum and finally lifted from the ground. Marie leaned across him to look out the portal window, watching as the runway transformed into a thin line of grey cotton, the earth falling away as the 747 banked into the low lying clouds. He felt her body pressing against his, and a warm rush of anticipation seized him.

To their right, a Pakistani couple shrouded in their religious wrappings were silently praying to their desert God, invoking the holy su’tras, while their babies screeched like unrelenting ambulance sirens, faces throbbing blue and purple as they forgot to breath between the tsunami of sound they were making. Mabuza’s finger hit the red button above his head to attract the cabin staff. A polite middle-aged Malayan woman came straight away.

‘Tell those people to be quiet,’ Hastings insisted, pointing towards the family in the adjacent seats. ‘Otherwise they will have to move!’ Then almost as an afterthought, ‘And fetch me a Tequila Sunrise!’

Marie coughed.

‘And?’ Hastings was reminded to ask.

‘A gin and tonic, merci.’ 

‘How very colonial,’ he laughed condescendingly.

After their drinks were served Marie switched on the in-flight movie channel and Hastings pulled out his earphones and tuned into the radio just in time to catch the BBC’s World Service. He listened to those beautifully rounded syllables, spherical and rich like ripe plums, reading the headlines.

‘Good evening and welcome to the World Service News Headlines, with me, Fariha Ahmed.’ Then the familiar clock chimes and dramatic music.

‘Today, The UN Executive Council, working in collaboration with the Vatican and world leaders of all other Christian denominations, confirmed that Dr Martin Luther King would be nominated as a candidate for beatification. This follows the recent proposal by the African Episcopal Church that excerpts from Dr King’s speeches should be included as appendices in future editions of the King James Bible. John Sentamu, the Archbishop of Canterbury warmly welcomed the suggestion, saying, This timely addition to the pantheon of great anti-colonial and civil rights thinkers like Ghandi, who’s works have already been interwoven into the fabric of our faith, just goes to show that the Bible is no mere book, stale and unchanging, but is in the forefront of the liberation struggle across the globe in the twenty-first century... Within a half a hour of the announcement the Pan African Church issued a written statement from the recently constructed Palace of the Golden Pyramid in Chad, stating their unequivocal support for the nomination and posed the question of how long it would be before the rest of the world recognised, as they themselves already did, that Nelson Mandela was equally worthy of Sainthood and that the Liturgy of the Snake should be formally adopted by all Christian Doctrines throughout the world.’  

Then there was a moment’s pause. ‘Elsewhere in the news, the stalemate on the disputed Aztlan border was finally ended today when the columns of refugees arriving from the South led to the withdrawal of the United States Army to the Mogollon Rim while humanitarian aid was provided and Congress voted for the further extension of the Sanctuary City Bill, doubling the number of urban centres where illegals would be free to live without fear of deportation. 

President Emanuel speaking in Washington referred to the need to find a peaceful settlement that respected long-standing Mexican claims to parts of US territory and promised to curtail reactionary nationalistic elements within the American military and society as a whole. Investigations have found no factual basis for the accusations made by commentators on the Fox News Channel of fetishistic massacres of whites in honour of La Santa Muerte. Most respectable media outlets are dismissing such claims as racist propaganda. Likewise, rumours of Islamic support for the incursion by the Mexican army across the Rio Grande have been denied by Prophet Bashir speaking at the Mohamed Attar Mosque in Paris where the cabinet meeting of the Pan-Eurabia Coalition was gathering as part of its tour of member states. The evidence for Jihadist elements working alongside their Uto-Aztecan brothers to liberate their former territories in North America is limited at best, he said. We have seen no evidence that could seriously justify such a claim, although we of course remain sympathetic to all peoples that stand against oppression. Later today, representatives of Pan-Eurabic Coalition will be initiating a debate in the UN Security Council regarding sending a further twelve billion Euros in humanitarian aid to the new Aztlan capital, Los Angeles.’ Another pause. Then, ‘In the Middle East, Edouard Shulman, Prime Minister of Israel, announced his joy that the World Bank and other financial exchanges would relocate from London, Frankfurt and New York, saying it was logical that these institutions should be based in Tel Aviv now that the Palestinian problem was predominantly a European issue.’ Hastings listened carefully, waiting patiently for the item he had been told might break today. ‘And finally, it has been confirmed that serious fraud investigations into the CEO of CONMIN, the company at the centre of corruption allegations in the Congo, have been dropped. The case which some have suggested might reveal unscrupulous activity by the South African and Israeli governments in order to gain a controlling interest in the region’s copper, cobalt and diamond trade has already been linked to the mysterious deaths of twelve people. CONMIN’s majority share-holder, Solomon Heilprin, who had flown into Kinshasa earlier on his Gulf-stream G5 jet, was quoted as saying, I don’t understand what is behind all this hostility; after the disastrous Mobutu and Kabila regimes, COGNET is working in alliance with Pretoria to rebuild the economy here. We are a force for good. All this talk of financial misappropriation by the auditors and of child exploitation by the Charity Commission for Child Workers smacks of the usual anti-semitism and colour prejudice.’ 

Hastings took off the audio set and ordered another tequila from a passing waitress. Marie was engrossed in her chick-flick, Hidden Figures, about three black females who had masterminded NASA’s space exploration in the 1960s. He, on the other hand, was smiling smugly to himself. The news items confirmed his confidence that the world was turning his way politically, economically and militarily. These factors, coupled with the demographic growth rate of what he thought of as his people made him confident that Fanon’s world view would soon come to dominate the planet. And to top it all he was flying off to a tropical paradise with a pretty white girl. Not too bad, he thought, for the grandson of a township witch doctor with access to one of the President’s many mistresses, and an ear for salacious gossip.  

→ A comparison of world fertility rates between 1970 and 2014 indicate that the engine of the world population growth is Africa, and that inevitably that will lead to socio-economic strain on that specific geographic zone; 

→ An economic consultant advises that if Malema’s Economic Freedom Fighters’ platform was enacted ‘It would bring famine to South Africa in 10 years.’

→ South Africa’s state broadcaster SABC reports that three people are in a critical condition after a dispute in a mosque in the eastern town of Verulam. Local media outlets indicating that the attackers slit people’s throats before fleeing;

→ The daughter of a former US Supreme Court Justice and NEVER TRUMP activist, speaking at the American Embassy in Jerusalem, claims her mother privately supported re-drafting sections of the American Constitution so that the notable advances in equality and equity that the world were now witnessing in South Africa could be repeated on the US mainland. 


Chapter 9


Their adventures and exploits form one of the most singular chapters of modern history, and deserve a clearer record than has yet been given them.

 —  James Anthony Froude, historian,

on the Voozrtrekkers 

Gijs had began to think of himself as a grim-faced avenger, a colossus striding out into the wilderness, fiery sword in hand. He had read and taken to heart Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s thinking about his people: ‘Take a country of Dutchmen of the type of those who defended themselves for 50 years against all the power of Spain, at a time when Spain was the greatest power in the World. Intermix them with a strain of those inflexible French Huguenots who gave up their name and left their country forever at the time of the Edict of Nantes. The product must obviously be one of the most rugged, virile, unconquerable races ever seen upon the face of the earth. Take these formidable people and test them for several generations in constant warfare against savage men and ferocious beasts, in circumstances in which no weakling could survive; place them so that they acquire skill in weapons and in horsemanship, give them a country which is immediately suited to the tactics of the huntsman, the marksman, the rider. Then finally, put a fine temper upon their military qualities by a dour fatalistic Old Testament religion and an ardent and consuming patriotism. Combine all these qualities in an individual and you have the modern Boer.’ 

And he was certain that he was one of the God’s chosen, a staunch defender of the old ways and traditions, as he was waved past the Stormvalke guards standing at the gate. Turning the corner of the house and looking down the long covered veranda, he could see Aarde sitting in a white open-necked shirt at the far end of the decking, with his broad back to his new guest. The table was piled with books and a laptop computer. Aarde’s head was bowed and his fingers were typing diligently on the keyboard. Timidly Gijs stepped up onto the boarding and the creak and yawl of the dry wood caused the commander to pause and acknowledge his presence.

‘Please, join me,’ Aarde said before removing his sunglasses and tapping the front page of a newspaper announcing the sudden death of Jon Botha and his colleagues in a mysterious car accident. ‘That was a good job!’

‘Thank you,’ Gijs replied taking a seat, looking down at the closely typed sheets spilling out of the overflowing printer tray on to the table. They drank lemon tea and discussed the weather for a while in stuttering unfamiliarity.

‘Be my guest!’ Aarde offered, after seeing Gijs’s obvious and continued interest in the material which was titled Ons Taak Vorentoe. 

‘A manifesto “Our Task Ahead”?’

‘An ultimatum!’ Aarde confirmed gravely. 

‘I understand.’

‘Do you, I wonder?’ Aarde laughed, more in friendship than mockery. ‘You know we have for the most part played by the democratic rules — voted, petitioned, raised points of law and such like.’

‘Yes, of course — Botha’s approach!’

‘Well that is never going to work because as General Constand Viljoen found out back in 1994 they vote en masse, by tribe and tint!’

‘I guess not!’

Botha gestured fervently in the air. ‘There was a time when our people ran every corporation, the radio, television, charities, hospitals, universities and yes, the government itself! What we need now is our own homeland, just like our forefathers intended.’

‘I agree — but how?’

Aarde wagged his finger at what he had called an ultimatum. ‘This is the road map!’

‘Like you discussed with Czapski’s people!’

Aarde replaced his sunglasses on the bridge of his nose.

‘More or less, with a few deviations.’

‘Deviations?’

‘Have you heard or read much of Professor Carel Boshoff’s work?’

‘Just a little.’

‘He talks of an extended self-governing Boer homeland, complete independence and its own standing militia.’

Gils nodded. ‘It sounds utopian to speak of it like this. But — it will be hard to achieve!’

Aarde shrugged, but Gils saw nothing thoughtless in the gesture. It was rather the shrug of a man who had been over this ground too many times before. ‘By the correct appliance of economic leverage, force of arms and playing each one of these hateful little tribes off one against the other — who knows?’

‘But —’

‘But, nothing! The fools have purged the professional white officer corps and replaced the army, navy and airforce command systems with cadres of their own men. Likewise the police and security forces. Already division between the Xhosa and Zulus is causing them trouble. Now that their communist friends have moved on, thinking their work here is done, it gives us our chance, you see, a window of opportunity.’

‘But won’t they re-unite to oppose us? Blood is thicker than water, and it is only hatred of us that holds them together...’

‘True, but geopolitics is a complex business. Europe and America is already in flux. If we don’t move now I fear the worst.’

‘Meaning?’

Aarde looked at him sharply. ‘What you have to recognise Gijs is that Africa is now part of a rapidly consolidating global economic order. Let me paraphrase. The manufacturing base is now essentially Asian, mass consumerism is an American and European phenomenon and Africa is to provide many of the resources to feed the two. Not so different from our past, you see? The Globalists realise there is no way the Africans themselves can be converted to production. They have no powers of concentration or precision and lack discipline. Not to mention low IQ levels and the absence of any sort of work ethic? Africa, just like in the nineteenth century, is to be exploited by the New World Order, in much the same way has King Leopold’s Belgian enterprises raped the Congo.’

Gijs affirmed the truth of what he was hearing with a bitter grunt.

Aarde continued, his eyes lingering with strange intensity on his visitor, though it seemed outwardly that what he was saying had little or nothing to do with Gijs.

‘The slow withdrawal of the colonial powers in the twentieth century was simultaneously replaced by a new, less overt strategy. Henceforth the plan was to foster and support an ethnic and tribal patchwork of African states in order to weaken local self-determination, ferment tribal divisions to keep these states weak and to exert influence on their puppet rulers through various bribes and foreign aid packages. Naturally the globalists granted so-called Western corporations exploration rights and access to an endless supply of cheap unskilled labour.’ The leader of the Orde Boervolk suddenly waved a finger in Gijs’ direction. ‘When things don’t work out as they want, they occasionally use military intervention under some pretext, like fraudulent elections and other pseudo-moral excuses like human rights. Air power and special forces effect regime change now, having learned the lesson from Vietnam and Iraq that body bags returning home discourages tax payers from stumping up to fund unpopular wars. Or in the case of African ones, it could draw the simmering racial tensions to the surface outside the Washington Beltway. So they use the mask of the UN, Arab League and the African Union to justify their claims that a multi-lateral and multicultural coalition of the willing is working together to resolve the African problem. In the past, leaders like Mobutu and Félix Houphouët-Boigny fully recognised the limits of their power and stuffed their Swiss Bank Accounts full to bursting with illicit cash, indulged their concubines in haute-couture and built marble cathedrals in the middle of the jungle. Today, the European Union gives Foreign Aid to the tune of four hundred and fifty million Euros to Malawi, while the President buys himself a multimillion Rand jet and Uganda’s President acquires for himself a Gulfstream G550 jet and a lavish one hundred million Euro residence. Did you know the Europeans give more Foreign Aid to Turkey than to Afghanistan, a country ten times poorer per head of population?’

Gijs shook his head. ‘I had no idea!’ he murmured.

‘It’s ridiculous! Until you see what is behind it. But other African leaders like Nasser in Egypt, Mengistu in Ethiopia and our old friend Gaddafi, were slightly less malleable. Whole countries like the Ivory Coast are run by proxy from Paris. Coups like that which removed Henri Konan Bédié were all engineered. The plan of the string pullers in America, France and Great Britain is to utilise short-term leaders — as long as their actions are acceptable to themselves. For example they would let the Southern Christian Sudanese be defeated by the Northern Muslims if it suited them, and then hope to exploit the divisions between the Muslim Firs, Nubians and Bejas. No African leader can feel safe. Look at Gbagbo. The rebels the West supported were responsible for terrible atrocities in Duékoué. So much for the West’s so-called humanitarian concern’

Gijs contemplated the words of the man before him, seeking out their hidden sense. ‘So, you think it is only a matter of time before the ANC becomes a proxy government?’

Aarde shrugged contemptuously. ‘They are in effect already controlled. Probably were even before Mandela: the great sweep of history has a guiding hand but it is covert rather than overt. All Government Ministers are in somebody’s pocket. Our ape-like masters are no more in control of policy than the liberals in the West. Politicians are career professionals these days. They can be bought and sold. Look how front organisations for the financiers like Nkuzi, HORIZONT3000 and the Open Society Foundations operate. Soros and his ilk control the money markets already and now they intend to arbitrate the moral ecosystem. I say enough! We are idealists and theoreticians. For us, the role of man is to reach for the stars, not wrestle in the quagmire scrabbling for Soros’ shekels.’ 

Gijs realised that the time Aarde spent on him was a substantial commitment; he seemed to be looking for something. Gijs was about to venture a query, when Aarde, after a significant pause, answered the question for him: ‘I have plans for you and the rest of Muller’s unit,’ he was saying, ‘Have you ever heard the name Peter Janssen?’ Gijs shook his head.

‘Never?’

‘You will!’ Aarde predicted.

The visitor could see Aarde was rapidly transforming into a political as well as military leader. There were always groups of men and sometimes armed women, the Rooi Valke, waiting in the shade of the bluegum trees at his headquarters. Some came openly, others in secret, each snatching a few moments with Aarde, before driving away under the watchful eyes of the government security services, who stood around in dark suits holding graphite binoculars.

 

The Shanti Maurice was a five star hotel sitting on the edge of an inky blue bay. The incoming tide lapped over bone white rocks and the exquisite cuisine was served with freshly squeezed cocktails at poolside. As Hastings and Marie stepped through the pellucid sliding doors they were confronted by a naturally illuminated lobby area with glazed ceramics, hand polished marble and Oriental wall hangings.

Hastings noted the wide toothy smile from the cinnamon coloured face of the native girl on reception. Just for a moment he thought he caught something like surprise in the girl’s glance as she greeted the new guests.

‘Bonjour, Monsieur et Madame, avez vous une reservation?’ she inquired brightly. Hastings hesitated, feeling insecure because he could not respond in kind. Marie stepped forward, explained they were together and that they had ordered a honeymoon suite for the weekend. Then with a warm easy gesture she encouraged Hastings to hand over the e-ticket confirmation to the girl who was now extending a small tentative hand towards him. Hastings passed over the print-outs and visa as the young lady turned to her flat screen to confirm payment and release the room entry card.

‘These reservations are made in the name of Gazupo... but your Mastercard is in the name of Mabuza?’

Marie raised her eyebrows.

‘Why, Hastings, are you ashamed of me?’ she laughed, glancing ambiguously at her companion.

‘Purely a matter of discretion. I am sure you understand?’ he said under his breath, folding a fifty dollar bill inside his passport as he handed it over the desk.

‘Well, not really,’ she continued to tease him. ‘Most men like to be seen with me...’

Then the girl on the desk cut in.

‘We are very discrete, Sir, we have many Bollywood celebrities visiting us.’

‘Then we understand each other,’ Hastings said, with a threatening undertone to his voice. ‘And I am just like them, I don’t want my privacy compromised, either!’ 

‘Certainly, sir!’ She clicked her fingers and a hotel porter came over, picking up their luggage and leading Hastings and Marie towards the elevator.

Their room overlooked the bay, opening up on the wide Indian Ocean, where three hundred years before Dutch ships like the Banda had wrecked off the coast in a tropical cyclone. The hotel’s limpid ambience seemed distilled with pretentious excess. Hastings walked out onto the balcony, draping his jacket carelessly on the back of a chair. Marie slipped the loop of her handbag off a bare shoulder, running her hand over the complementary bouquet of Pink Torch Ginger.

‘Hastings!’ she called, ‘Would you like a cold drink?’ She waited, watching his back stretch out over the iron rails. His rounded shoulders shrugged.

‘If you like?’ Marie opened the drinks cabinet, the tips of her fingers lingering on the opulent green bottles, feeling the tingling chill run through her painted nails.

‘Juice or beer?’

Hastings swivelled about, the sweat running in black hoops from his armpits.

‘Do they have Stella Artois?’

‘No, they have Blue Marlin...’

‘OK!’ Hastings walked back into the shade, salty bubbles breaking out on his forehead. 

He scowled a moment over the panorama, its beauty touching him not at all. ‘Did you see the look that receptionist gave us when we came in together?’ he suddenly asked, swinging around to face her. Marie shook her head.

‘Not really?’ she pretended, fully aware that the receptionist’s face had registered instinctive distaste at their coupling. It was a common reaction that she herself sometimes thought about too. Her conscience, increasingly in conflict with the liberal left education she had received while in college in Perpignan. 

Hastings was perceptive enough to read the surface ripple of that struggle as it worked its way across Marie’s face. For a nano-second he thought about confronting her, like he had his students so many times in his tutorials, telling them that they should integrate and socialise together, that coffee-coloured children made ideal South Africans. But something closed off in him at the very thought of it, as if a shutter had closed on a window, and he sipped at the glass of beer she handed to him and glowered about the room, something bitter and hateful looming up in his soul.

→ At least 58 babies are raped daily by HIV infected men but 50 percent of such crimes go unreported; 

→ Analysts indicate a woman born in South Africa is more likely to be raped than to learn to read;

→ A two year old is sodomized to death;

→ A woman is attacked by three blacks in Selcourt;

→ A teenage girl is surprised by a black intruder wielding a baseball bat;

→ A young man from Bloemfontein is locked in a car boot while his female companion is gang raped in the car;

→ A fifty-year-old nurse is brutally murdered. Her attacker cut open her stomach and ripped out her intestines.

 

It was on Mandela Day that Gijs found himself driving down Steve Biko highway towards Zumaville. He was reflecting on how everything had changed. The black majority now held the Boers in open contempt. They no longer even bothered to imbue their actions with the moral weight of retribution for past transgressions. Their decisions were now De Facto. The ministries were all aggressively anti Moedertaal, the Boer mother tongue, and had become militantly black racialist in ethos and outlook. Nelspruit was now Mbombela, Krugersdorp and Steyndorp had been renamed Sisuluville and Tamboville. The teeming townships like Khayelitsha near Capetown and Alexandra outside Johannesburg were still growing day by day, fit to burst like bulbous septic boils with refugees fleeing the widespread epidemics and rumoured cannibalism in Zimbabwe. Like Aarde had predicted, the Zulu, Xhosa, Pedi, Venda, Swazi, Tswana, and Sotho tribes had always made uneasy bedfellows, but now it was somehow worse. Sometimes their disputes led to bloodshed. Any pretence of law and order had been dropped after the country had hosted the great sporting events of recent years. Nearly half a million had been murdered since the Great Transformation from white to black rule. Men who had perpetrated the infamous Church street bomb and the explosion in Magoo’s Bar in Durban had been appointed as heads of security at banks and as regional police chiefs. Leading lights among the National Liberation Movement had grown rich siphoning off charity money when once they had scurried like rats to dirty flats in Moscow and East Berlin, afraid and continuously failing in their lacklustre efforts to liberate South Africa from the white demons.

But now they had the upper hand and conducted themselves by the old Maoist dictum that ‘power grows from the barrel of a gun.’ Gijs’ blood used to boil at the thought of Boer girls, some as young as ten, being defiled by the khakis and their dim-witted black auxiliaries at the Irene concentration camp during the Old War. But now that tradition had got worse with child pornography, with drug and people trafficking becoming staples of the economy. The KykNet channel poured out its pap propaganda night and day, programme after programme featuring happy mixed-race families in multi-racial communities dealing with insignificant problems in the sunshine, while the snuff movie featuring the vicious annihilation of Tanya Flowerday was reality.

Everyone knew that exchange students could no longer come to the country due to the numbers of young white American and European girls that had disappeared while on assignment. Over thirty thousand whites had been killed since 1994, surpassing the death toll of the women and children interned in the British camps and double the casualty list in the protracted Angolan war.

Car-jackings were a daily occurrence, as were no-go areas, raids on the AIDS sanatoriums for drugs, and simple mischief making. The daily chaos in the urban areas started early. Street gangs rose with the sun, usually smashing windows, then stealing the commuters’ cars that rolled by on the pot-holed roads. By noon they would gather around the bonfires of rubbish piled up at the street corners where tribal troops congregated like armies of black cockroaches. They infested the centre of cities like Durban, even business districts like the International Conference Centre, areas that had previously flourished. Now, men high on PCP stormed restaurants, taking sharpened machetes to the staff, lopping off limbs because their owners had not paid the local mob protection money. Neither the Isolezwe newspaper or the Zulu Ukhozi FM gave prominence to such incidents anymore — not that they wanted to anyway, highlighting as it did the true colour of crime in the city.

His father had recognised it was a country in freefall and told Gijs so, but no one with a public platform had wanted to point out the obvious fact that ‘Emperor Mandela’ had no clothes and no policies and that his laughing hyena sidekick Desmond Tutu had the moral and intellectual gravitas of a tsetse fly. ‘Cowardice!’ he heard Aarde’s words in his head, ‘Terrified of a race war, the whites tolerated Mandela and his successors in the hope of placating the savages!’ Yes, Gijs thought, the day that terrorist buffoon had been freed from Robben Island, had indeed signalled a time of change. It became acceptable then to wear garish shirts at black tie dinners, spout sanctimonious platitudes and accept the title father of the nation while being involved in dubious thirty billion Rand arms deals. Rather than investing time and the country’s money in health care, Mandela spent his time frivolously flying around the world like some kind of black Jesus, devoid of miracles, accepting accolades from global leaders and Hollywood’s self-anointed gay elite, rather than being shunned for failing to renounce the killing of innocents. His obstinate silence was clear confirmation that he condoned the murderous bombing campaigns conducted against legitimate civil authorities, the attempted murder of white policemen’s wives and children.

Gijs spat contemptuously at the accolades the media gave him in their obituaries:

One must go back to Dallas, Texas in 1963 to find a comparable occasion of collective bereavement as that which has met Nelson Mandella at 95… Mandela has been venerated by more millions in his lifetime than any political figure in history… The world responded to the qualities it perceived in the man, as well as to the scale of his achievement…

— David Beresford, The Guardian, 

5th December, 2013 

On the stage, surrounded by his closest advisors, Nelson Mandela danced and waved to the crowd. He smiled the open, generous smile of a man who had lived to see his dream…

— Fergal Keane, BBC, 

5th December, 2013

Who was the greatest statesmen of the 20th Century? … It would perhaps be Mohandas Gandhi, Winston Churchill, Franklin Roosevelt, Charles de Gaulle, Jack Kennedy and Nelson Mandela. For many people, in many lands, the most inspirational of these would be the last!

— The Economist

Heroic in his deeds, graceful in his manner, saintly in his image, Nelson Mandela long served as both cause and muse in the entertainment community.

— The Huffington Post 

Nelson Mandela who led the emancipation of South Africa from white minority rule and served as his country’s first black president becoming an international emblem of dignity and foreberance died Thursday. He was 95.

— Bill Keller, New York Times 

The first black president’s successors were no better, and probably far worse. They felt they ruled by some kind of divine right. Corrupt and thuggish graduates of the armed Umkhonto we Sizwe, they pranced like sooty circus clowns, rambling about orange juice cures for HIV and dancing with their multitude of concubines to the relentless refrain of ‘Get me my machine gun, my machine gun, my machine gun’. Meanwhile the ‘la Xhosa Nostra’ Mafia, once associated with the former President’s wife’s evil brood, continued through the aptly named Supporters’ Club to control various commodity transfers and ‘off’ rivals by means of poisons, cricket bats or pangas, depending upon her mood and the size of her on-line shopping tab. Nothing was simple or predictable any more. The only certainties were burglary, excessive reparations for suffering under Apartheid, rape, fraud, self-indulgent ANC potentates in positions of authority and attacks on white farmers. Where were Joe Slovo, Helena Dolny, Helen Suzman, Nadine Gordimer’s daughter and Alan Paton’s widow now, Gijs thought, with their sarcastic and cruel caricatures of the Boer people? He doubted that the new post-Apartheid South Africa had lived up to their expectations. Were they hiding in Europe, crying at a safe distance for their Beloved Country? And where were the bored middle-class English-speaking women of the Black Sash now, protesting against apartheid before they ‘lunched’? Did their concern stretch to the wives and children ravaged and brutalised by the lawless brutes they had championed for so long?

Gijs looked out over the mounting wreckage of a civilisation, and knew the answer already in his heart. It did not matter where they were, or what they thought, for they had been wrong, mortally wrong, and the sins of their ignorance and the error of their misplaced sympathies were now coming to settle like hungry jackals upon his country. The time had passed to try to talk people like them out of their folly; only force signified anything now.

→ It is understood that some baby rapists have gone beyond penile penetration and used bottles and sticks in the vagina; 

→ A one-month-old baby is raped by her two uncles; the youngest known victim of such an incident is a week old;

→ The Jouberts are assaulted and their farm occupied by sixteen blacks near Elandshoek; 

→ Refused medical treatment an Afrikaaner baby girl is left to die in her mother’s arms;

→ A seventy-three-year-old is attacked at her home in Rietspruit;

→ A seventy two year old is beaten to death at her home;

→ A woman is tortured with burning plastic in a farm attack;

→ A black threatens a disabled child with rape;

→ A white family and their babies go missing in the North Cape;

→ The body of a white woman who was presumed kidnapped in May 2015 is found in a shallow grave;

→ A girl is shot in the leg, after a black mugger’s gun trigger failed when the barrel was put to her head;

→ Female customers at a store are attacked by six sadistic black gunmen;

→ A pretty young blonde girl is told by a black man that she ‘has beautiful blue eyes’ before he begins to take them from her with a screwdriver;

→ A black serial rapist tells his Afrikaaner victim, ‘I destroy white bitches like you.’

←→

Now the apologists for the ANC were nowhere to be seen. Like the world’s media they were in denial, reporting only the beauty of Table Mountain, Springbok victories and the colour and vibrancy of the indigenous peoples who made up this new Rainbow Nation. Just as they had previously ignored the Mengistu genocide in Ethiopia, they now overlooked the pompous hypocrisy of the ANC’s Commission on Religious and Traditional Affairs, where expressions like ‘Don’t ever call our tradition bad names, you intrusive whites with no respect for our traditions!’ went unreported in the interests of the multicultural experiment, a coded word for métissage. ‘Ons word ondergeploeg,’ Gijs whispered to himself as he drove along the former Ladysmith road. ‘We are being ploughed under.’ 

 

Hastings had hired a car and insisted on driving them out on the road to Trou-aux-Biches, towards Triolet. There they had pulled over and joined in the Divali celebrations, melting into the crowds, walking through the streets hand in hand, lost among the old and young. Striding side by side, singing along with the traditional songs and sidestepping around the colourful powders forming symbolic patterns on the road. They bought sweet cakes from a market stall and enjoyed the spectacle of the Bengali lights and the thunderclap of firecrackers dancing in caterpillar sparks over the stone road.

‘It is wonderful!’ Marie confessed breathlessly, increasingly overwhelmed by the predictable thrum of the drumskins and the heady perfumed exoticism of the scented mantras in the press of bodies in the streets. Later, in the densely packed temple they listened to the turbaned priest speak of Luckshmi, wife of Vishnu, and joined in the sacred chant ‘Om Shanti, Shanti!’ The worshippers’ blended voices circled upwards over the smooth surfaces of the pillars like coiling cobras hissing in the darkness.

Marie recalled the euphoria Adela Quested had experienced in the Marabar caves in E. M. Forster’s A Passage to India. The book had been part of her English language studies. She had thought it so quintessentially Anglo-Saxon — the prudish English rose desiring, but being scared to admit to herself her lust for the other.

Could Hastings be my Dr Aziz? she asked herself. She was not like the fictional Adela, Marie convinced herself. I will take my lovers in whatever colour I want. She breathed in the warm air as they drove away in the car, a sense of exhilaration and liberty tingling through her limbs.

On their return to the Shanti Maurice, Hastings and Marie made straight for the privacy of their room. Once inside she decided to titillate her companion by letting the strap of her dress slide from her shoulder, subtly inviting Hastings’ rubbery lips to kiss her throat. Hands that had previously rested on her carved slim hips, now slipped around her partner, and she felt the flesh rolls of soft living ooze between her fingers. Marie’s eyes met his in an erotic challenge. Her lips parted and he pushed a finger inside the wet orifice, the sound of slurping saliva gurgling in his ears.

‘Like chocolate, don’t you,’ he breathed. ‘You all do, don’t you!’ Marie sensed something in his tone but thought he was carried away in the sex-game. Hastings threw her body backwards onto the crisp starched bed sheets. 

‘You are so strong,’ she giggled, playing along.

‘We are all strong!’ Hastings was taking off his shirt. ‘You know that. That is why you desire us over your own.’ There was something in his look that discomforted her. She did not know it at first; it was not lust, not the heat of desire. Revenge, that was it. Revenge for the envy and hurt caused to past generations. Marie had been taught that the French Empire in Africa had covered twelve and a half million square kilometres and included Mauritania, Senegal, Guinea, Mali, Côte d’Ivoire, Benin, Niger and Chad. Now it was time to pay the price. And with this act and thousands more like it from Pretoria to Paris, she, like all her sisters, were making amends, settling the bill in lieu of her people’s redemption by absorbing the black man’s musty seed, bringing forth his mulatto mannequins to repopulate the planet. By such a myriad of singular acts she hoped to atone for their sin, wipe away the cancerous legacy of the past. She let his wrath overtake her.

 

Gijs pulled onto the N3 north towards Johannesburg and then on to the M1 through the Norwood and Melrose districts heading for Sandton. Circling the shopping centre he parked on the side of the road looking up at the neo-Stalinist bronze of Mandela. Simultaneously, other members of the Ystergarde were honing in on Freedom Park with its fantasy depictions of the ANC liberation and assorted memorabilia of white on black slavery. It had always frustrated him how the artistic community conveniently exorcised current and past Muslim involvement in the African slave trade from their compositions. Likewise the role played by rival tribes. He got out and cased the target. It was about six metres tall, weighing close to two and a half tons, and it stood about twenty metres from the road.

The edifice, perfectly reflecting the limited talents of the sycophantic sculptures, Kobus Hattingh and Jacob Maponyane. Conjuring the same discomforting feelings, in a right-thinking healthy mind, as the discovery of the residue of excrement on a hotel towel.

Gijs watched a few people wandering across the grass verge and he saw that the yellowing plinth was protected by a low railing that had become little more than a fly paper stuck with wind-blown Kentucky Fried Chicken cartons, cans of soft drinks and one or two glossy pages torn from pornographic magazines.

Ceausescu would have been proud, Gijs thought as he got back into the car, staring up once again into that marmoset-like visage brooding menacingly over him through the windshield, hand thrust forward as if the metallic Mandela had been trained to direct traffic.

A barely road-worthy taxi juddered up alongside and the driver waved a gun at him, signalling that the shopping centre was his patch. Gijs raised his empty hands, explained that he was not working a taxi route and the man, obviously bemused that there might be some other way of making a living in this world, drove on, music playing loudly out the back of his patchwork car of many colours.

To kill time Gijs chewed spearmint gum, waiting for the pre-ordained moment, eyes lingering contemptuously over the long line of pregnant black teenage girls, some barely adolescent, queuing up to spend their three hundred Rand family allowance in the Asian-run convenience store. Gijs recalled that despite the abject poverty and rate of HIV infection, the Health Minister insisted on encouraging this rampant promiscuity in only a faintly disguised campaign to further inflate the already overwhelmingly black to white population ratio, so that the illiterate and unskilled multiplied, while the taxpaying whites that supported them continued to diminish. Gijs was thinking about how his father would tell him how a disillusioned neighbour had once asked the Chief Land Commissioner about where he could farm. ‘Try Australia!’ the thick-skulled mimic of a man had cheekily replied, which was ironic coming from a personage whose genus could not devise a means of transport, a communication system or a language that could travel to, let alone describe, that far off continent.

When Gijs looked out the window of his 89’ Corolla and saw that statue leering over this once proud city. He did not think of rock bands playing music festivals with exotic sounding names and the lofty ideals of middle class kids in Philadelphia, London, Berlin and Paris getting together in a corporate dance to supposedly eliminate Third World debt. Instead he saw imitators of Castro in Cuba linking arms with half-educated warlords plundering the developed world’s donations, buying AK47s and turning them on their own people in a jungle of barbarity and depravity, the stench of death drifting to the north and south over the Serengeti.

Around seven in the evening when the crowds had departed Gijs got out, lifted the boot and primed the device. Then, having set the timer for three minutes, he sat behind the Corolla’s wheel, hitting the accelerator hard, ramming into the base of the plinth. Kicking open the door, Gijs drew his pistol and sprinted away, only turning when he heard the explosion which rocketed Mandela out of his metre-long shoes, up into the air, toppling the chimp-like colossus to the ground with a cracking thud.

←→

The following day there was moral uproar in Pretoria, panic on the Stock Exchange and additional munitions flown into government barracks. ‘Umlungu wahlab’ inkosi,’ the white man has struck at the heart of the king, the Zulu newspaper headline proclaimed in big bold type-set. From Alexander Bay to Kosi Bay, from Mmabatho to Port Alfred, all the key tabernacles of the new religion were desecrated. The ANC’s resistance memorabilia defaced by bullet and bomb. Dams and key train intersections were also hit, along with military communications and logistics centres. Temporarily paralysed, the ANC’s police and army units were randomly despatched to mines, drill sites and key highway junctions across the country. The South African Defence Force recalled its troops, conducting so-called peacekeeping operations in the Kivu province of the Democratic Republic of Congo. Cars and trucks were stopped and searched. Extending their previously rehearsed but poorly executed Safety and Security operation codenamed PROSPER across the Transvaal. Numerous assaults on women and children took place in broad daylight. Men were machine gunned to death just for passing a supposedly insolent glance over the authorities, causing further blow back and fire-fights around majority white enclaves, where, partly prepared for an attack, the population began to defend themselves against the badly coordinated and indignant majority spoiling for a massacre after years of anti-racist propaganda, and who could no longer remember so much as the sting of a white man’s rebuke.

All around the country armed motorcades of white refugees began to roll. They were under the command of local Volksleiers of the Orde Boervolk and the Aksie Eie Toekoms. Aware of the svaart gevaar, the black danger, surrounding them, the Boernasie was starting out towards pre-arranged safe-havens or gathering in defensible areas where they had stockpiled food. Gijs had been saddened to hear that his saviours, Johan Koekemoer and his young side-kick Jooste had been killed after being surrounded and running out of bullets in his old home town. Proud of the fact they had taken twenty three blacks with them to the grave.

In more than one case the savages attacked unharmed whites, killing the men and boys and seizing the younger women and girls for their brothels. They emptied every town they could, assembling the defenceless inside their churches and burning them to death alongside their altars. Aarde and Czapski had unified the white guerrilla armies who rallied under the old Ordnungstheologie, blood and soil Lutheran theology. Aarde made a speech in his great deep voice, speaking out in Pretoria’s main square. Policemen stood around marshalling people with swinging batons and dog-like scowls. The words rising and falling as the sound of helicopters whirred overhead. There were some who were moved, even angered, and some that were transported back in time to a world in balance, where honesty and capability were judged as meritorious, rather than the volume of melanin in a man’s skin. Aarde looked out on the gathered crowd. ‘Remember Diederichs’ words,’ he said. ‘The Nation contains the essence of being human. It is the form of the individual’s spiritual realization and perfection... Love of nation is not in the first place love of people, territories or states, but rather love of the ever-prevailing values, on which the nation is based.’ The sound of police shotguns ricocheted around. ‘And now we fight!’ he yelled before being ghosted out of the city to join the resistance. 

 

After the sex act, Hastings and Marie were tired and dispirited. They lay silent for a moment and neither had any appetite to speak. Mabuza withdrew into the living room, leaving Marie alone in the bed. She heard him turn on the television, flick through the channels, and listened as he selected a porn programme, his lips smacking on an over-ripe banana. 

Marie must have fallen asleep because as she slowly came around, the fog clearing from her eyes, she could make out Hastings standing over her, holding an empty bottle above his head.

‘What is it?’ she asked, suddenly frightened of him and realising that his pent-up frustration made him capable of outrageous acts. She felt his black hand press down on her white throat, stifling her cries, choking off the air.

‘I cannot satisfy you!’ he cried and she shook her head desperately, trying to lie that he was man enough for the task, even though they both knew he was not. ‘My spirits failed me and I cannot let it rest.’ His hand slipped from her bruised neck and Marie coughing recognised she had to placate him. His breath stank of Drambuie whisky and his eyes were filled with psychopathic rage.

‘It’s ok Hastings!’ she managed to splutter before he brought down the bottle on her scalp, cracking the skull like an ostrich egg, leaking blood and grey brain matter over the pillow. And how he shook indignantly as he thrashed at her, how dare she not enjoy what he had given her, his whole stiff length, the fruit of his race, every centimetre of his imagined superiority, what else could she want. Didn’t they all long for this?

‘White whore! White whore!’

 

Gijs escaped by motorbike north eastwards, first along the highway to Pretoria and then westwards by the back roads to Rustenberg where he met up with a company of the Volkseer, the People’s Army, high up in the Magaliesberg mountains. They were a mixed crew of refugees, drawn up in a semi-circle on a windswept hillside crowned with rocky crags. His orders were to lead the column along the track ways through the hills above the Hartbeesport dam. They were to avoid confrontation because their number included surgeons, engineers and other key workers whose lives were to be preserved in order that they could contribute to the new society that was planned. From on high, the Ystergarde looked down on the burst concrete of the Transvaal yachting marina, the waters having swept through the Welwitschia tourist market, washing away the tacky trinkets and souvenirs.

‘Be careful,’ Gijs warned as he assumed personal responsibility for his charges, ‘the water in the lower reaches is full of bilharzia, drink only from your bottles until I say it is safe!’

There was not much talking. Silence had fallen upon them all. Despite the soft, rich-scented twilight streaming in over the hills this was no time to speak of beauty and the splendours of nature. Sadness, fear and hate welled up like a cankerous tumour in each and every heart as they strung out along the escarpment, moving silently in the stillness of the African dusk. Sometimes the women would cry for their broken lives, the lost safety and the end of the security their forefathers had created in this place.

‘It feels like the End Times,’ some would whimper. Widows would weep for the men who had died defending them and their children, the hard echo of their sorrow bouncing off the valley stones like the chirp and squeak of wild dogs.

Moving through the fringe lands of the Kalahari, Gijs with revolver in hand and night vision goggles jammed down over his face, felt like a modern day Moses leading his people toward the Promised Land. Behind, miles away, dark figures emerged over the mountain top.

The pursuit had begun.

←→

Hastings snatched the rum and Coca-Cola from the Malayan flight attendant, angered that he had to wait so long for his thirst to be slaked. Marie’s body had been disposed of for a few hundred Rand by a sympathetic hotel porter and he had concocted some story at the reception about her deciding to stay with some friends on the Island. Once safely through passport control and back aboard Natal Airlines he knew he would evade any awkwardness. Whatever he had done, he would be protected. He had friends in high places. His future was secure.

He was already thinking back to the heroes of yesteryear that he so wanted to emulate and the evolution of a black consciousness movement that had first taken root in the Eastern Cape. The thinkers who had first opposed apartheid like Dr. T. Jabavu, People he liked to think of as pathfinders who had spawned the Native National Congress, based around Fort Hare University, the Lovedale Institute and Healdtown College, in turn nurturing leaders like P. Mzimba, E. Makiwan, Nelson Mandela, Robert Sobukwe and his ultimate hero, Steve Biko.

He loved Biko’s quote, ‘Blacks are going to move out of townships into white suburbs, destroying and burning there. It’s going to happen, it’s inevitable. When that happens there will be white panic … a faceless army which destroys overnight will introduce far greater feelings of insecurity than an organized military force on the border, which you can confront and defeat.’

Their initial violence, Hastings had learned from ANC histories, had been limited to electricity pylons and power stations. Only later did they attempt the conflagration of police and military bases. Sobukwe, he recalled, did not want communist interference in the ANC’s strategy. Hastings agreed; after all, black is black. These Jews have their own agenda just like the modern day Antifa in America and Europe. He resented their influence in the affairs of his people. He hated the fact that they could smugly point to the round-ups in 1963 as a moral justification for their ascendancy, or to the fact that a whole batch of key people including Dennis Goldberg and Lionel Bernstein had been among those seized. Hastings was becoming increasingly particular about his political bed fellows. It is however a means to an end, he thought. As long as we get to control everything in the long run, what does it matter? 

Ultimately, Hastings, like Biko, favoured the establishment of exclusionist groups like the Black People’s Convention and the South African Students’ Organisation. As long ago as 1967 Biko was writing, ‘Black students owe their first and primary allegiance to the black community … in the long run this will prove far more valuable than the sentimental and idealistic attitude of perpetually trying to bridge the gap between the two races.’ 

Such sentiments spoke directly to Hastings and other descendants of Tshingwayo, the commander of the impis at Isandhlwana. Unlike white liberal sympathisers like Donald Woods and his mentor Harold Levy at the University of Cape Town, who believed in a utopian brotherhood without race, creed and colour, Biko and his followers fully intended to elevate blacks in the hierarchy. Biko was not a ‘sell out’ like Buthelezi and Mantanzima, Hastings told himself as he took another sip of rum. His undergraduate Black Studies dissertation had been on Biko’s activities among dissident students. Still unnerved by what he had done back at the hotel he reminded himself that in Student Perspectives on South Africa in 1972, Biko had spelled it out loud and clear: ‘No race possesses the monopoly on beauty, intelligence and force, and there is no room for us all at the rendezvous of victory!’

Hastings liked that. It validated what he had done to Marie and sounded like a declaration of war. And in his own way, that was what he had committed was it not? It was not murder, it was justifiable homicide. Kill their women so their race will end. Like Fanon wrote in The Wretched of the Earth: ‘The gaze the colonised fixes on the colonist’s city is a gaze of luxury, a gaze of envy. Dreams of possession. Every kind of possession; sitting at the colonist’s table, sleeping in the colonist’s bed, with his wife if possible…’  

→ Prominent members of the British House of Lords like the former Minister of State for Faith and Communities, travel to Pretoria with the Muslim Home Secretary to show solidarity with the South African people; 

→ Black activists in the United States are invited to speak before a special committee of the American Congress to advise on how US foreign policy should adapt to the deteriorating situation in the Horn of Africa;

→ The EU Foreign Affairs Minister, who was previously a member of the Italian Communist Federation, speaks in favour of sending a joint Turkish and EU Peace-Keeping force to quell the ‘vile outbreak of white supremacy’ in South Africa; 

→ Claims that a clique around the South African President are sequestering large volumes of gold and diamonds and chartering private planes in preparation for exiting the country are denied in the Cape Times, the Daily Sun, the Sowetan and Isolezwe newspapers.

 

Gijs was roused by a distant rumble. At first he thought it was far off thunder. Then as the noise grew louder he recognised the whirr of motorcycles and he lifted his head to view two pairs of uniformed troopers riding down the tarmac road from Schoemansville, rifles strapped across their backs. Following behind them was an armoured car with a Khoi Khoi gunner standing in the turret. Then, a long procession of heavy vehicles, most filled with goods seized from the farms around Schilpadshek. Typically, the army, under the guise of a state of emergency, were robbing whites of material goods, regardless of their participation or pacifism in relation to the uprising.

They waited for a while and eventually crossed the road with extreme caution, checking at first to see if the government troops had left behind spies to observe movements up and down the road. Once they were confident the way was clear and had circumnavigated the hot tarmac they disappeared into the grass-covered hills rolling down to the Crocodile River, holding up overnight in the high ground to the west.

When the dawn mist lifted they could stare down into the south where the famous dolomitic caves preserved the fossilised remains of early hominids, who the anthropologists claimed had split away from the African Apes between five and six million years ago. Further on was the Lesedi Cultural Village, which despite its best efforts, seemed to contradict the academics’ claims of a clear divide between the early apes and hominids, leaving one with the distinct impression that their theory of a new branch of mankind was still very much a work in progress here in Africa.

Gijs stood silently among the yellow stalks of grass and prickling bracken. Above him the titihoya circled, their cries filling his ears as he looked out across the Magaliel and the Pilanesberg National Park.

→ Saudi Arabia allocates a further $100 billion to support groups preaching an ultra-Conservative interpretation of Islam in Africa; 

→ The leadership of the South African Economic Freedom Fighters proclaim it is time to ‘Slaughter all the Whites!’ at a meeting in Newcastle, Kwazulu Natal;

→ Zimbabwean revolutionary musician Chika Chika is deified by the Cagn religious sect;

→ Namibia’s newly pronounced President for life orders land seizures from white settlers;

→ Bejing’s crack People’s Liberation Army training unit opens up a camp in the former US Army base at Camp Lemmonier in Djibouti;

→ The Chinese navy deploys two new Liaoning aircraft carriers to support battle cruiser and troop ships moving in convoy off the coast of Madagascar.

←→

The fighting in Botshabelo had been merciless, with both sides imposing a ‘take no prisoners’ order on their battle groups. Aarde declared that malingerers and stragglers would be hanged. According to the Minister of Defence, one hundred and twenty-two death sentences were imposed on deserters in Ecelsior and Fricksburg. Evidence of self-inflicted wounds was provided to the minister in over fifty-three separate cases during military reverses in Shishen, Vryburg and Christiana.

In Zumaville the Commander in Chief of the South African National Defence Force, Solly Shoke, read a government order to ‘fight to the death’. Kefilwe Aba of the 46th South African Brigade was court-martialed for criminal negligence when his troops were ambushed and cut to pieces on the Rouxville road.

‘What were you thinking?’ the prosecutor upbraided him at his trial. ‘These Boers were attacking with spades and shovels?’ His defence, that his men were unfamiliar with the guns they were using, led to laughter around the court. ‘Pedi aren’t used to fighting,’ the Inkatha Zulus said in open contempt of their allies.

Within days all the cattle in the Kenhardt were herded together and killed for no apparent reason. When three South African National Defence Force officers were captured by Aarde’s troops they admitted to having raped and murdered Boer women in Luxton. Witnesses stating that they were violated while knives were held to the throats of their children. One nineteen year old was raped multiple times and then disembowled when she refused to swallow yet more Swati semen. The Boer tribunal was swift in its judgement, and the dancing spider legs hanging off the Acacia trees sent a clear message.

Back in Pilanesberg the column could see their leader standing aside, evaluating the risk of moving openly in daylight. Gijs bent down on his haunches, running his fingers through the soil, that earth fed by the intermittent rain and the blood of Boers over many generations. A country that had been barely capable of subsistence farming when the Bakwena and Tswana peoples roamed here, was now a rich canal watered matrix of tobacco, wheat, lucerne and fruit farms. Slowly, his attention was drawn to the song of the streams singing in the kloofs. His sharp blue eyes focused on the long path ahead. ‘This is our land,’ he insisted to himself fiercely. ‘No one will steal it from us!’ 

→ Suppressed reports by US Foreign policy analysts indicate Saudi donations to fund schools, training and children’s charities are being systematically diverted to violent groups like Boko Haram in the Zamfara region of Nigeria, and Al-Shabab in Somalia with Sheikh Abdul-Aziz, Saudi Arabia’s spokesman for African affairs, repeating his previous assertion ‘that Islamic law must apply across all of Africa!’ And the scholar and leader of the Muslim World Council Mohammad Al- Arifi insisting that ‘the desire to shed blood, to smash skulls and sever limbs for the sake of Allah and in defense of his religion is, un-doubtfully, an honour for the true believer.’ The latter adding further to an earlier comment, saying, ‘the Qu’ranic verses that deal with fighting the infidels and conquering their countries, mean that they should convert to Islam, pay the jizya poll-tax, or be killed!’; 

→ Sheikh Abdou Daouda, a graduate of the Islamic University of Medina, attracts tens of thousands to the Grand Mosque in Niamey in Niger where he declares ‘We must adopt Islam, we cannot adapt it!’;

→ The Club Tatoo in Sandton serves human flesh on its menu;

→ Dr Mocha Luzeda is declared a god by the Manjonjo healers;

→ A suicide bomber kills 220 in the town of Mubi in Nigeria;

→ The Chinese Dwandong Jizwan Moi Group establish plantation like work camps in the Semien hills north east of Gondar, in Ethiopia.

←→ 

‘I don’t know,’ Gijs said quietly to himself, ‘I just don’t know?’

Behind him, below the rise, his group rested up. There were a couple of well-trained men who could clearly handle their weaponry. And alongside them were the freckle-faced Kappie Commando girls, all hard bodies and glowing with health. Gijs could see they carried themselves with a casual unsophisticated sensuality even in the rising heat of the day. He tried to avoid staring, or meeting their shy but calculated glances. He knew they could only progress at the pace of the slowest. The instructions were clear. All must survive. All must arrive. Each and every one has a value to our community. And with that in mind Gijs realised that it was time to eat and sent his marksmen out to hunt.

In the country they were trying to leave behind, Special Tribal Operation Units were searching homesteads suspected of hiding Boer guerrillas from Pietersburg to the Eastern Cape. They burnt Kings Williams Town to the ground and rounded up survivors into forced labour groups that were marched south towards Jeffrey’s Bay.

Commander Shoke was becoming desperate for a decisive blow. ‘We cannot pin them down with just our bayonets, we need to use nerve agents!’

‘You must force the issue,’ Minister Mapsla-Nqakula dribbled into his mobile. ‘The uncertainty is hurting us, our control is breaking up.’

Stories circulated that in government liberated areas internment camps were being built to hold the white population. ‘It is their turn to carry the dompass,’ the Youth Wing of the ANC shouted. ‘Kill the Boer! Kill the Boer!’

←→

Around sunset he watched his men fan out across the blank mountainside, stalking their prey. Gijs observed one young man from Zeerust who had worked Safari at the Metswedi Camp turn his slim and tanned upper body gracefully, a long Interceptor 6.5 held firmly in his hands, the cross hairs of the telescopic sight moving slowly, rising and dipping with the graceful bobs and leaps of the nimble antelope he had been tracking. Then the Ystergarde squeezed gently on the trigger and his target tumbled as the butt of the rifle recoiled into the Boer’s muscled shoulder, cause and effect, like simultaneous coitus.

Gijs saluted the shot with a wave and walked over the undulating terrain towards the felled antelope. The springbok lay there on its side, bleeding out in the dry grass. Gijs saw its snowy plume twitch, the honey-scented aroma from its nerve glands filled his nostrils. He kneeled, drawing a Bowie knife from its sheath, ending the animal’s pain with a swift jerk of his hand.

By the time he got back to the encampment the other men had gathered around the shallow pits they had dug in the veldt, watching the glowing embers of the braaivleis reflect in the women’s faces. Fresh-roasting meat was spitting up into the air. Beside the salads and the mampoer, strong peach brandy passed from hand to hand amongst the gathering as one of the young boys began singing the popular ‘General De La Rey’ song.

This is good, Gijs told himself, people need to eat well if they are to march, and there is a long way to go.

Once their appetites had been satiated by the grilled venison, Gijs found himself drawn aside by some of the older men, a little away from the fire. It was obvious that they wished to share their experience and give advice, so Gijs indulged them. By now rumour of armed hordes from Thlabane laying siege to Rustenburg, just as they had in 1841, had reached the camp. Likewise news of the last-ditch defence that the people of Mafeking were mounting in a thin red line along the junctions of Victoria, Nelson and Tillard streets had arrived by text message. There the Nationalist students, the Afrikaanse-nasionale Studentebond, had fought back to back against the savage hordes, falling like their ancestors, standing strong and proud. Singing the Bondslied as they struggled hand-to-hand to the end.

‘We must have a plan if we are to be captured,’ they insinuated darkly. ‘The women cannot be taken.’

‘Set aside one bullet for each,’ Gijs told them, as unhesitating as one to whom such ideas were nothing new. ‘Each one of us must be responsible for each one of them. Aim and do not miss. These beasts will show no mercy.’ They agreed. 

‘God has chosen us as stewards over this land,’ a white beard called Heerden was pontificating. It was a familiar line; Gijs had heard it nearly every night ever since he joined the Wit Perd, so he just nodded and gave out some small noncommittal words, conscious he was becoming restless, his mind desperately searching for a strategy to cover the distance ahead and avoid stumbling across government troops or ANC militia along the way.

‘There is still a long way to go,’ another named Venter said as if reading Gijs’ mind. ‘Our only chance is if the tribal splits will give us an opportunity to slip through?’

‘So much for Father Mandela’s model society!’ Heerden commented bitterly. ‘Some chance!’

‘I heard the Ministry of Agriculture openly justify farm murders on the news today!’

‘Hah, that’s the way. Now they have declared open season on us!’

‘Yes! Where are our American, British and French friends now?’ Venter asked, glaring out at the horizon, as if those he had mentioned were right there, at the other side of the mountains that loomed menacingly against the deep wall of the sky. ‘It would seem their arms embargo only applies to us!’

‘They only intervene when their economic interests are at risk, like when the oil or mineral supplies of the multinational corporations are jeopardised,’ Heerden said dismissively. ‘All that shit about humanitarian intervention turns my stomach. It is all hypocrisy. Where were they when Mugabe was slaughtering whites, seizing privately owned companies, holding fraudulent elections and assassinating political rivals? I’ll tell you where — nowhere! The Yanks are too scared to be seen acting against the Hotties because of their own surly black populations. Look what happened in the aftermath of Hurricane Katrina, the L.A. Riots and Baltimore and Ferguson. And the Brits have still got the squits after the Mau Mau stuff in Kenya. They never even moved against those West Indian hoodlums who burnt down half their capital city! We are the only people who know how to deal with the African. You can’t wait a thousand years for these australopithecines to develop, or spend all your state’s budget on trying to educate and medicate them. We are different; separate development for both, I say! Let’s see the Hotties finance and build some hospitals, train doctors, develop cures for tropical diseases — indeed, run one single functional self-sustaining state that isn’t lorded over by some semi-educated Bantu who has convinced himself he is the reincarnation of Tutankhamun. Then we can talk.’

‘Yes and all that crap about Afro-centrism. Cleopatra and Akhenaten were of Greek descent anyway. They were Ptolemies. Some of the best preserved mummies have red and golden hair!’

‘I know — but try telling that to the public school kids. They are taught that Egyptian culture emerged out of Nubia!’ Everyone was laughing. ‘You can laugh all you want,’ said Heerden with a frown, ‘but they teach them that Zimbabwe Castle was a great city!’ There was even more laughter.

‘It was a holding centre built by Arab slavers!’ Venter cried, angrily. ‘The Hotties never constructed anything more than dung huts, or at least their women did. The men were so lazy they just lay around in the sun all day!’ 

But Gijs was no longer listening. His mind was flung on the path to come, the dangers awaiting them ahead — that single bullet he would hold fast in his gun, and the lithe fair-haired girl for whom it might be destined.

→ The Head of the Saudi backed High Islamic Council of Mali agrees to provide personal guidance to the country’s President in the transition to the Sharia; 

→ Pakistani missionaries from the Tablighi Ja’ Amat work ever more closely with former Tuareg rebel leaders and Muslim converts to establish a refreshed and re-equipped Ansar Eddine Movement to dominate northern Mali;

→ Al-Qaeda announce a new Caliphate in the Maghreb;

→ In the wake of widespread church burnings, including the Cathedral of the Most Holy Trinity in Onitsha, the King Cathedral at Aba in Nigeria, the massacre of Catholics and Anglicans in Boma in Congo and the Lalibela Roch Churches in Ethiopia, the patriotic leaders of Poland and Hungaryr, who demand that the EU should ‘protect Christianity in Africa and the Middle-East, or risk its destruction in Europe’ are defined as bigots and racists by the European Court in the Hague. 

Hastings and his contemporaries tended to deliberately overlook the negative impact of Islam in Africa. The way the Berber and Arabic peoples had traded since Roman times in gold, ivory, ostrich feathers and human flesh. The network of slave pens throughout the continent were inconvenient truths, duly consigned to the memory hole. Facts like Arabic slavers driving Negroes out of Ancient Ghana, forcing them further south, leading to the rise of the Mande clans in upper Niger and the Sundiati, were no-go areas for academics and historians. As were the histories of the West African empires like Mali and Songhai, run by the likes of Mansa Musa, the celebrated Mali emperor, sponsor of the great mosque of Djenne. This, following in the tradition of the mosque of Kairouan, founded in 60 AD by the Arab warlord Uqba ibn Nafi, in Tunisia.

The implications of the ancestors of the Ashanti and Yoruba of present-day Ghana and Nigeria being heavily involved in slave trading, along with the Imbangala of Angola and the Nyamwezi of Tanzania, were too awful to contemplate. The truth of how the slave markets in Khartoum, Zanzibar and the Suko caliphate had flourished seared Hasting’s flesh like a branding iron. He knew that after the Kanem and Bornu empires had embraced Islam, the faith had spread within two generations all over the Horn of Africa, North Africa and the Maghreb, wiping out the indigenous religions. And from access to secret government papers he was aware that, since the end of Apartheid, Muslim migrants had flowed into South Africa, building the Sufi mosque in Kwazulu-Natal. Growing numbers of blacks were converting to the faith as a reaction to the AIDS, alcoholism and domestic violence in the townships. Within a few years the veil as a ‘portable seclusion’ would become a norm. Behind closed doors, beatings and clitoral mutilation were already common practice.

But Hastings turned his attention instead to the iniquities of the Atlantic Slave Trade, perpetuating the assertion of Maulana Karenga that ‘the morally monstrous destruction of human possibility involved redefining African humanity to the world, poisoning past, present and future relations with others who only know us through this stereotyping…’

Hastings read the Xhosa poets, and the lines, ‘You thought you were being educated, and yet you were being brainwashed… Chieftainship is one course that is not studied in the classroom!’ struck a chord deep within him. He worked hard to disparage myths that his Hottentot ancestors like the Kalahari Bushmen had behaved like wild animals, descending from their mountain strongholds, under cover of night, like troops of malignant baboons, to bite the snouts off lambs, severing tendons and mauling the others, just to spite the white farmers whose progress they instinctively resented. He ceaselessly fought the lies that blacks had adopted religions from more cultured peoples, because of their own incapacity to develop myths and meanings to explain their existence.

All of his own energy and those of his fellow faculty was invested in re-connecting with the collective memory of their progenitors. Disseminating the work of Dr Ben at Cornell University, whose book The Black Man of the Nile and His Family was on his class reading list, of Dr Leonard Jeffries of City College New York and Dr Umar Johnson, who argued that whites were a cruel and savage ice people, and blacks a warm and gregarious sun people, and Young Pharaoh who proclaimed that ‘If you are not of African descent you are only ninety-six percent human,’ and ‘We are condensed sunlight.’ For, Hastings ‘blackness was the universal solvent’. It was the reality from which ‘life’s loom was spun.’ Inner vision, intuition, creative genius and spiritual illumination had, he believed, all been found to be dependent on the pineal gland. The blood-borne chemical messengers that controlled skin colour and opened the ‘hidden door’ to the darkness of the collective unconscious mind, ‘universal knowledge of the past, present and future’... 

→ Egypt’s Youm al-Sabaa newspaper celebrates the arrest of an Egyptian songstress for ‘inciting debauchery’ and the stoning to death of a fashion model for making negative remarks about pollution in the river Nile; 

→ The Senegalese football team manager is subjected to house-arrest after the national team is defeated 3-0 by the all-white Icelandic eleven in the World Cup qualifiers;

→ Boko Harum, meaning ‘Western Education is Forbidden’, seizes another 175 girls from Chibok;

→ The poaching of black and white rhinos reaches crisis proportions;

→ A chemical analysis of the rivers and streams around Soweto and Johannesburg indicate high levels of uranium, arsenic and cyanide contaminants in the soil and water table;

→ The problem of soil erosion grows as the run-off rate from South Africa’s Great Escarpment increases;

→ Population growth projections indicate South Africa will have inadequate fresh-water and the development of dams could have a negative impact on forests, indigenous wild life and increase the rate of climate change;

→ The Global CleanTech Innovation index describes South Africa as being ‘below average’ when it comes to clean technology innovation.

←→

The red rind of sunrise was streaking across the horizon as Czapski’s commandos descended on the Xhosa encampment. A little girl, balancing a clay pot on her head, was the first to die, a nine millimetre shell plumbing the hollow between her shoulder blades, blowing her bony sternum clean over the wall of the hut where her unsuspecting parents slept.

Within seconds the automatic reports of rifle fire were cutting down the blacks as they ran for their weapons. Czapski was on horseback beating heads with the butt of his machine pistol before wheeling around to lead another charge back through the camp. 

‘How do you like it, you bastards?’ he was bellowing. Men, women and children were dropping into the mud. One Boer whose bedridden mother had been slaughtered while she lay in a hospital ward slid off the side of his horse and took a knife to the face of an ANC reservist who was naked except for his military boots. The man slipped to the ground decapitated, his head dangling incongruously like a coconut at a village fair, held aloft by the smiling face of the commando.

Czapski ordered everything to be burnt. Taking four captives to the village well he shot each in the back of the head and then had them tumbled down into the water. An insulting snap of limbs echoed off stone walls. ‘Hopefully that will warn these squatters to stay away from our land!’ he exclaimed before mounting his horse once more and signalling for his men to ride north. 

→ The Rand falls a further 8 percent in value, continuing the 70 percent collapse since the ANC came to power in 1994; 

→ A UN Human Development report re-affirms an earlier assessment made in 2006, stating that South Africa is now in ‘virtual free-fall’ on the human development index;

→ Uncontrolled looting across the Witwatersrand escalates into violent clashes between Indians and blacks in the shanty markets and bazaars of Transkei, Basutoland and Zululand;

→ Chinese military analysts draw up contingency plans for the protection of transport routes ensuring mineral asset acquisition and portage to Durban remains unaffected by civil disturbances;

→ The American Congress concurs with the White House that the unfolding tragedy in South Africa is the direct result of Apartheid and confirms a special budget allocation of twenty billion dollars for humanitarian aid.

←→

They slept on a flat shelf of rock overlooking the roadside, unwrapping their bags and pillows, trying to find a level space clear of rocks and thorns. Gijs posted sentries and sanctioned fires to be lit, a small cluster of flames winking in the overwhelming darkness.

After walking the perimeter, Gijs returned to join the men and women loitering about, feeding the fire with broken twigs. Sitting to eat, he listened, all too familiar with the circular arguments that rose and fell on the scrub wind. 

 ‘This thing,’ an old woman called Annie was muttering to the group squatting about her, ‘this thing in my heart here,’ tapping her breast, ‘it is anger, anger, anger!’

‘I know, I know,’ another woman tried to say.

‘I am fed up of living from day to day, putting more and more chains and locks on my windows and doors. Our dogs have had boiling water poured over them, our fences have been cut, crops trodden down and our yard filled with…’ Her voice unwilling to use the word everyone was thinking, ‘How much more can we take?’

‘It is the same for all of us,’ an English-speaking doctor called Anderson said. ‘Nation building for the mompies means destroying everything that was the old South Africa.’ Then, ‘We are not settlers who failed to depart, as Mbeki said, but founders! Without us this country will degenerate into inter-tribal warfare. The minute resources run out they will revert to their Rwandan instincts.’ Anderson seemed fatalistic but determined. Looking across at his family he added, ‘If we can make it to the river unchallenged, then we have a chance, but who knows, there are patrols everywhere and their trackers...’ Gijs lifted his head.

‘Their trackers are excellent!’

‘Do you see any hope, de Wet?’ Gijs waited a second before answering. He suddenly remembered leaning across the dinner table, reaching for the Raats wine to toast baby Agetha’s health. Betje’s eyes bursting like blueberries in spring. Then he rose, pulled a stick from the fire and lit the short butt of a cigar Anderson had offered him. Above, the stars were shining in the blue metallic distance, silver-speckled diamonds snatched from the mines on the Rand and tossed helter-skelter into the night.

‘There is always hope,’ he smiled. ‘But I think we’ll have to fight!’

‘Just like Rhodesia!’ Anderson smiled back, lifting an arm in the darkness.

‘Ian Smith was a British war hero,’ Heerden cut in. ‘Even at the end of his UDI speech in 1965, he prayed, God Save the Queen!’

‘You Rhodesians are more British than the British,’ Anderson laughed. Venter was also laughing.

‘You know the song?’

‘What song?’

And he began to quietly sing:

We’ll preserve this little nation

For our children too,

Once you’re a Rhodesian

No other land will do.

We will stand tall in the sunshine

With the truth upon our side,

And if we have to go alone

We will go alone with pride.

But we’re all Rhodesians 

And will fight through thick and thin,

We’ll keep our land a free land

Stop the enemies coming in.

We’ll keep them north of the Zambesi

Till the river’s running dry,

And this land will prosper

For Rhodesians never Die. 

— Rhodesians Never Die 

 

→ Mount Nyiragongo in the Virunga mountains in the Democratic Republic of Congo erupts, its lava and pyroclatic flow killing hundreds of thousands in nearby Goma causing a refugee crisis of cataclysmic proportions; 

→ The Red Cross, Red Crescent, Oxfam and Save the Children immediately fly in to set up camps to greet the millions fleeing the country;

→ Insanitary conditions lead to a cholera and typhus epidemic;

→ Following an emergency plenary session the UN recommends wholesale redistribution of Congolese refugees to Europe, Canada and Australia. 


Black Uhuru

Chapter I


Flora’s dress was ripped and her tattered summer hat askance in the heat of the day. Hastings was ashamed. He had always felt ashamed that his grandmother had cleaned the houses of the Settlers. ‘It was better than starving!’ he had heard her say in that familiar patois. ‘Or watching while your man got drunk all day.’ Hastings baulked at that, this idea that his father was lazy and preferred the bottle to work. Ol’ Rubin had been a character though. Five children by three different women and a knife scar the length of his chest. He had disappeared with the Post Office money when Hastings was seven, leaving Flora owing three months’ rent.

One of Hastings’s earliest memories was watching his grandmother standing with a wet mop in her hands while he ran with the corn-haired Wyk boys in their yard. They played football and soldiers in the heat of the day and Hastings darted around laughing like he had no worries until dinner time, when he would go back to the township on the bus, dust trails rising across the road, looking at his reflection in the window and running his fingers down the length of his thick flat nose. 

His mother would tell him the Bushmen’s story of how the Mantis Gave the Antelopes Their Colours:

The Gemshok once ate liquid honey which is white. This is why he is white. The Mantis gave some of it to the Gemshok. The Hartebeest was the one to whom the Mantis gave some of the comb of young bees; that is why the Hartebeest is red, because the comb of young bees which he ate was red. So he became like the comb of young bees. The Eland was the one to whom the Mantis once gave some wasps’ honey; this is why he is dark, because he once ate wasps’ honey.

The Quagga was the one to whom the Mantis once gave some of the small bees’ honey; that is why he is dark, because he ate the small bees’ honey. So he is dark. The Springbok was the one who once ate the liquid from the young bees’ cells; that is why he is red. The Mantis squeezed it out for him and he drank. That is why he is red.

The little bees when chewed are white like milk, but they were still in their cells which were red. The Springbok ate the squeezed-out liquid of the bees and the cells together. 

Hastings could not help comparing such folklore to the Grimm’s Fairy Tales he overheard in the Wyk household, and feeling envious as a result. There was rebellious talk back in the huts and around the fires at night. He saw in documentaries how Michael Jackson bleached and straightened his hair, surgically altering himself in any way money could buy. Hastings swore he would never be like that. The Wyk boys would be made to pay for their beauty and so would every one like them. Hastings could not bear the piteous condescension in their eyes, the natural distance they kept once they reached puberty, the protective posturing of their shoulders and chins the minute he neared their sister. 

Oh yes, he thought as he accompanied Flora to the shops and she regaled him about the price of things, there are differences between us and them, and one day they’ll find out just how many! 

In order to explain his father’s absence Flora told him parables about Heiseb and his son, but by the age of twelve he was already organising stone-throwing attacks on the cars that came to his township filled with white officials taking photographs and using surveying instruments to measure out new homes, sanitation systems and electricity supplies. At the age of thirteen he was circulating pornographic photos of Afrikaner women. His sticky bodily fluids flowing like a geyser in the sewer. ‘I want what they got,’ was his mantra, ‘and I will take it!’

As he grew older, he would lie awake at night looking up at the starlit sky, knowing that Africans had flown there on the back of rockets long before the white man. Sensing as he waited that he was growing stronger day by day, nourished by the shops and farms that his kin-folk ran so effortlessly. And in that concentrated darkness between the North Star and the Milky Way, a black whirlwind was forming, waiting to rush the earth like a hurricane, wave upon wave washing the Boer away. Then a pleasant feeling would arise between his legs and soon his already mottled sheets would stain even further with the glutinous excitement he had aroused by such imaginative acts. 

Hastings remembered the racist headlines, events and innuendos that scarred his formative years:

→ The Baragwanath Hospital, dedicated to black healthcare in the apartheid era, which was the largest hospital in the Southern hemisphere and employed world-class physicians from all around the globe, is reduced to ruins;  

→ 800,000 to one million whites are living in squatter camps. Many having been forcibly moved out of trailer parks with amenities; 

→ By 2013 South Africa’s education system plunged to the third worst in the world. ‘Teachers just talk about whatever, nothing to do with education. They are not being monitored to make sure they are doing a good job!’ Gugulthu Xhala (student);

→ A head of one teaching department, testing a class on geography, asked them to name two countries in South America. When they struggled, she gave Italy as an example;

→ Only 44 percent of blacks stay on to complete the National Senior Certificate and only 11 percent pass maths with a basic 40 percent or over;

→ Alternative media protests that crime statistics in South Africa are not released by racial categories. It is believed that on average fifty or more murders occur per day in South Africa . Over 95 percent of the white deaths are at the hands of blacks;

→ Dr Gregory Stanton of Genocide Watch, who predicted the Rwandan atrocities, says ‘Whites in South Africa are being set up for genocide,’ and states, ‘The worst thing is that it is being orchestrated.’ Genocide Watch estimates that South Africa should be rated 6 out of 8 on the scale of genocidal activity; 

→ The world press says South Africa has emerged as the murder and rape capital of the world;

→ In 2010, a medical research foundation survey revealed that 37 percent of men admitted to raping at least one woman and 7 percent acknowledging they had participated in gang-rape;

→ By the time of Mandela’s death 60 percent of all South Africans thought the country was better off under Apartheid;

→ In 2013, Transparency International’s Global Corruption Barometer found South Africa to be one of the most corrupt countries in the world;

→ In the same year, 83 percent of South Africans indicated that they believe the police force is corrupt, with as many as 36 percent openly admitting paying bribes to the police;

→ A new type of crime wave begins when HIV infected African males are led to believe that having sex with a virgin is a cure for AIDS;

→ 12 percent of the South African population are HIV positive;

→ Between 1995 and 2000 the average salary in South Africa dropped by 40 percent;

→ On the 13th June 2015, the ‘Say We Can’ group protest against the violent crime directed against white farmers in South Africa, at a rally in London;

→ Gauteng’s H&M is besieged by outraged people protesting against racism in advertising after the poster of a young negro wearing a t-shirt that reads ‘Monkey Business’ goes viral;

→ UN officials, Hollywood actresses and British Labour MP’s joined the chorus extolling Winnie Mandela as the ‘Mother of the Nation’, conveniently ignoring her inflammatory rhetoric at Munsieville on the 19th April 1985, when she said ‘With our boxes of matches and our necklaces we shall liberate this country’;

→ An independent journalist with a UK passport is detained for spreading ‘racial hatred’.

←→

‘What did that man say to you?’ he was asked one day.

‘Asked for the way to Jeppestown.’ Kumalo’s eyes clouded over.

‘That’s where the old white reformatory they used to send us to is!’ he said.

‘Did you get into mischief?’ Hastings asked.

‘Robbed a petrol station once,’ Kumalo replied lazily, his hand raised, shielding his eyes from the sun.

‘Did you shoot at anyone?’

Kumalo nodded. ‘Had to, the white woman wouldn’t give from the till!’

‘Did she die?’

‘I don’t know and I don’t care, they took money from my father, lots of money for the petrol. My father used to shake his head. Them whites, he’d say, always charging more every day. So I fired when she said no. Then I ran. It was around liberation time. Mandela was going to be released so I knew things would be alright. One bullet, one settler, right?’

Kumalo decided to take Hastings to the reform school. ‘We’ll go to the old priest,’ he swaggered, ‘get some free food.’ It did not take long. The old minister talked to them on the porch and then invited them into his house, where he and his stout wife already had a number of boys lodging with them. Big boys rapidly growing into men, some only recently discharged from the reformatory.

Erwin removed his dog collar and set them down for tea. Vasti, his thick-hipped wife, fussed around with the steaming pot and some fairy cakes with chocolate topping.

‘It is really good,’ Erwin was saying, ‘what is happening now; our boys will be safe from the police and can make their own lives free of the past!’ Hastings could tell his words were sincere and well-intentioned but they fell on deaf ears. The semi-naked troop of adolescents lounging around the TV set in the adjacent room were already filled to the brim with hatred and were barely managing to mask it. The books they were given went unread, often unopened; they ate with their fingers and when Hastings needed to wash his hands, he was confronted in the upstairs bathroom with faeces spread all over Vasti’s chrome taps.

Hastings and Kumalo were almost inseparable by this time, hanging with the gang at Erwin’s house, taking what they wanted from the fridge while the Minister was out proselytising the good folk of Bruma. His wife slowly becoming a prisoner in her own home, forever catering to the boys’ whims and cleaning up after them. Hastings remembered one overcast afternoon when they were bored and stoned, surrounding Vasti and making her cry. She ran to her room and locked the door, telling them she had had enough and to leave her house. That was when he first heard the ‘Dubula! Ibhunu, dubula, dubula!’ bass chant and it excited him. He recalled they all had erections as they kicked in the door.

It was not long before the boys, now hardened Bafabegiya, extreme black nationalists named those who die dancing, were making headlines in the Evening Star: MURDER IN SASOLBURG — WELL RESPECTED SHOP OWNER SHOT IN THE HEAD. He had denied them liquor, Kamulo had said to justify his trigger-happy nature. ‘He was a coloured anyway,’ he shrugged. ‘Not one of us, not one of them!’ Later they graduated onto burglary, car-jacking and mugging tourists the minute they stepped off the airport concourse. They would chant Lembede’s words, ‘The colour of my skin is beautiful, like the black soil of Mother Africa!’ By their eighteenth birthdays they were taking advantage of affirmative action schemes for jobs with the police. Two of them, Sentletse Mthethwa and Themba Diakanyo, several years later, had been the response team despatched to the de Wet small holding the day Gijs’ family had been brutalized.

Hastings could not have cared less. He privately celebrated the endless reports of white settlers being tortured and killed. His sympathy was with the Blacks First, Land First mobsters chanting ‘All White Men Must Die’.

→ Ernest (77) and Annetjie (76) are murdered at their farm near Parys in the Free State. He died from loss of blood. Annetjie was suffocated after being stuffed into a freezer while she was still alive; 

→ Hennie (73) and Gerrit (78) are murdered outside Vanderbijlpark and Heidelberg, respectively;

→ A British ex-pat is hacked to death in Flicksburg, near Bloemfontein;

→ Gerry and his wife Sandra are beaten almost to death in their own home near Harare in what was formerly Rhodesia, by so-called ‘veterans’ of the black liberation struggle, who demand cash and jewelry.

→ Alan Wessels (58) is found in a ‘house full of blood’, brutally beaten and left to die;

→ A man is attacked by a black gang wielding crowbars on a farm near Naboomspruit;

→ A fourteen year old is wounded in Randate;

→ An elderly couple are killed for R3.50;

→ Peter Doyle (64) and his eighty-year-old mother are attacked on their farm and brutally assaulted;

→ Dries and Fransie (69 and 70, respectively) are attacked in their bedroom in Senekal;

→ An entire family are executed on their farm near Leandra;

→ Rae and Jan Mits are attacked en route to the hospital to visit Rae’s father who is dying of cancer;

→ A bus carrying a netball and rugby team along the R72 from Port Elizabeth to East London is attacked by armed guerrillas;

→ An elderly couple are attacked with an axe by intruders in their Randsburg home;

→ A family are tortured to death on their farm near Kraaifontein;

→ A farmer from Neispruit is attacked with a shovel;

→ Armed terrorists attack people on a small holding near Pietersburg;

→ A white woman is forced to fight off black assailants when she stops at a traffic light;

→ A seventy-nine-year-old white woman is raped and has her throat slashed in Ruiterwacht;

→ A white man is attacked by blacks carrying pangas in broad daylight;

→ House raiders boil a twelve-year-old boy to death in a bath.


Chapter II


No one who lived here and was white had an easy time in this country. At Bloukrans and Moordspruit women and children were stabbed. Two white people skewered on one spear as if on a safety pin. I am not popular with the liberals because the fact of the matter is 27,000 gravestones point to heaven and speak to God and to our people. Here are the dead victims of the British concentration camps. This is our country and the AWB claims the land we are willing to die for. They won’t get our land. With gun in hand we’ll crush the ANC. Make a stand! Make a stand with a prayer! Make a stand with work and organisation! Make a stand with your vote! With bullets and guns! Make a stand in God’s name… You don’t have the right to hand this land to the ANC. This is God’s land. The Promised Land… They say the AWB uses threatening language, Yes! I threaten it in the clearest language. Hands off Boer Land!

— Eugène Terre’ Blanche 

Speech to the AWB

A full moon streamed down, its milky light flooding the wide flatlands ahead. The earth was dry and sandy, covered in three day stubble of karroo bush and prickly pear. Gijs stopped, kneeling just below the skyline, watching and waiting. Over to the east, amid a circle of low round-topped kopje was a lone homestead, its stone walls and store huts spread like a rash over the yellow grass and struggling succulents. His eyes caught the occasional muzzle flash and he could hear bullets spurt off the zinc-roofed outhouses, smelling the faint trail of smoke in the breeze.

Just for a moment a pang of memory stabbed at his heart. His night scope picked out about twenty or so raiders moving slowly forward, raising their SMGs above their heads, lacerating the walls of the farm with covering fire before ducking again behind the criss-cross of the pen walls. There was no order to their assault nor any obvious objective other than to murder the occupants sheltering inside. Gijs had considered skirting the ploughed fields and avoiding contact — but the look in his people’s eyes said it all.

Down below in the encircled farmstead, a young woman and her badly wounded father were pressed tight up against the windows, firing from front and back, letting loose with buckshot whenever they got the chance.

One of the Kappie girls reported that a small mortar was being assembled in a dry river bed about two hundred metres to the south and Gijs directed some of his crack shots to take the battery out before the aggressors could make it operational. Then, easing his way into a firing position, he ordered the rest of the Ystergarde and Kappies to unhitch their weaponry ready to lay down sufficient ordnance to drive the marauders off. 

Just as he had hoped, ten minutes later three dead government troopers hung limp over a partially constructed mortar, two others lay wounded in the slurry at the bottom of a cow pen, and the survivors were high tailing it like Kenyan long-distance runners over the western horizon, just as the first rays of sunrise began to pierce the shadows filling clefts in the hills. The farmyard below was awash with a metallic silver-blue light. Gijs spat, stood up and sauntered down the kloof towards the farm where a young woman was opening the door, calling for first aid. It was obvious, as her father lay there on the stoep, that he was not going to survive, but Gijs sanctioned the bandages and painkillers to make his passing easier, both for himself and his girl, who was a hot-tempered fury with a strong grip and a keen eye.

‘Bastards!’ she kept hissing, tears welling in her eyes, but her features refusing to distort in her pain. Gijs, sensing the spirit in her, offered her a Browning and gestured over to the cow pens. She took it and holding the weapon out before her wandered over to the injured men, as the eyes of his own contingent followed her steady steps. A few minutes later they all heard two clear echoes resound around the four walls and then the girl returned to Gijs’ side.

‘Eelskje,’ she said matter of factly, returning the Browning, still warm from usage, into Gijs open palm.

After she had watched her father die, Eelskje organised, along with a number of the other women, a warm breakfast and served it to her liberators. ‘My family have been farming here for three generations,’ she sighed, her eyes hard and red from her strangely contained bereavement, ‘and now this. What can I do?’

Gijs sat on a wooden seat out on the pitted titanium veranda. His eyes fell upon the surrounding fields with a benevolent eye. The morning was beginning to blister already. He could feel the sun pouring down over his shoulders, familiar images from his own past rushing into his mind. The machinery churning clods on his father’s farm, the familiar lowing of sweating livestock and his uncle blowing hard against the stone wall marking the perimeters of the homestead.

‘Good times, good times,’ he muttered to himself. He had never wanted trouble but trouble had come to him. It was the same everywhere. No one could just live a peaceful life, do an honest day’s work for an honest day’s pay and take it for granted that what you had left behind at home would still be there when you returned. 

Shovelling the last of the egg, Gijs raised the binoculars to his eyes. There were no particular indications of severe drought hereabouts. Away, in the distance, the Ndotsheni clumps struck him as a little red and bare. Overgrazed, he reflected; and there, on the steep-sided hills, several thin-limbed animals who had escaped during the fight paraded their rib cages across the rims of the mountains, tongues lolling against the skyline. Gijs saw erosion as the only real enemy, other than the savages.

‘More?’ Eelskje asked, noticing Gijs had put his plate aside.

His gaze turned to her, looking over her features. Strong, determined — but not bereft of a certain femininity. He recognized it: he had known it in his own mother, though not in his wife. It was the femininity of a woman in these forgotten places, that femininity which put forth a steely face against a jagged world in the protection of kith and kin, child and man — becoming strong so that it could still be nurturing. ‘Any coffee?’ he asked.

‘Sure,’ Eelskje said and went off to get a fresh mug. A few moments later she had returned through the crowd gathered about her stoep.

‘Thanks,’ he said, taking a long pull, ‘I needed that!’

‘You are welcome.’

Then tempting fate, Gijs asked.

‘What will you do now?’

She was silent, rocking slowly in place, biting her lip hard and staring down at the ground as if she might cry. At last showing some sign, amid the bare dust, some indication of where the hardened Fates were willing her. ‘Staying here is not really an option, is it?’ she asked finally, looking searchingly at Gijs. Her eyes were sad, with a sorrow that outreached even the death of her father. Gijs shook his head.

‘Our friends will have already reported this,’ he confirmed, nodding to the horizon where the survivors had vanished. ‘I reckon they will have a recon helicopter up by mid-afternoon!’

‘Then you really risked a lot trying to help us.’

‘I guess so?’

‘What about my father?’ she nodded in the direction of a small shed.

‘What faith are you?’

Eelskje looked unsure what to say. ‘Actually, I’m not very religious,’ she admitted uncertainly. Gijs smiled.

‘Like me, then.’

‘But these?’ she swung her head around her, taking in the column.

‘Many are motivated by their God. I am motivated on a perfectly selfish basis.’

Eelskje frowned. ‘Meaning?’

‘To paraphrase a brave man from a long time ago in a far off land — to secure the existence of our people and a future for white children.’


Chapter III


The moon shines mistily on stone and clay:

Strange light upon the past for him who led

An Afrikanerdom that passed away

— From Kruger’s statue

Gijs had heard it said often enough that educated people did not want to work on the farms anymore, that it was too difficult a life there in the endless hardscrabble, with death lurking in the lucid distances. Instead they went off to the cities to look for more congenial and lucrative careers. He had seen with his own eyes the field work being done by the very old and the very young alike. And when men like himself came in from the ploughing and bathed they sat out on their stoeps with their families in the time-honoured tradition, discussing the weather and the prices the crops might fetch at market. Some argued, as some had always done, that there was still too little good land to support the growing numbers. Certainly his colleagues argued for more ground. They could see, wherever the Hotties operated, the soil turned into desert, and the blacks drank and gambled rather than re-invested any profits into farm machinery, which they seemed to struggle to understand, much less to maintain. Gijs turned these thoughts over in his mind as he climbed in a slow zig-zag pattern under the brow of the hill. He slipped off his cap, wiping his brass-tinted forehead with the back of his hand.

He knew the natives had regularly stolen cattle and sheep from his own small holding, and they had made no secret of the fact that they resented working side by side with his family. He may have inherited his father’s vigour but Gijs did not share the old man’s taste for agriculture. It had been a hard blow for his parents when the transfer of power took place. He remembered them grumbling and passing apocalyptic commentary. Gijs had continued to do well in school and had gone off to university to study engineering. That was where he met Betje, at the college dance, and then four years later she had presented a fine granddaughter to both sets of parents, after an uneventful pregnancy that ended with a relatively light labour of six hours. 

But things had begun to change, even away from the city, with power outs and a deteriorating road and rail infrastructure. Tarmac surfaces grew pockmarked, bridges began to buckle and the streets filled with homeless shabby emotional incontinents. The government officials that he met day to day as part of his work were all black now, as were the police, clerks, postal staff, teachers and civil servants. The Truth and Reconciliation tribunals defined the atmosphere of the time with their lopsided moral logic and their wilful reinterpretation of the history of the pre-Mandela epoch. He noticed how school text books had begun to change the emphasis and trajectory of South African history. Stories of teachers turning into government informers, rather than fountains of wisdom, were whispered in the homes he frequented. But at least the cricket teams toured again and the rugby world cup had been secured, he had told himself, providing the opportunity to make the movie Invictus. Then, of course, there was the Football World Cup, which had come and gone without major incident. The potential for industrial-scale steaming of visitors while they formed queues at the stadiums, the gang rapes of visiting friends and wives, wanton murder and widespread calamity, had all been avoided. But, he knew, in retrospect, even if such things had occurred, the world’s media would most certainly have brushed them under the carpet. Determined to close their eyes, to deny what was; determined to present the multiracial utopia as a paradise on Earth.

→ South Africa’s population is 46,923,000 and its land Area is 1,219,090 square kilometres; 

→ The country’s main languages are Afrikaans, English, Ndebele, Pedi, Sotho, Swazi, Tsonga, Tswana, Venda, Xhosa and Zulu;

→ The average life expectancy is fifty-three;

→ The South African national debt is currently 44 percent of GDP;

→ South African mining stocks lost on average twelve billion Rand in annual revenue per year over the last decade; 

→ The OECD describes South Africa, alongside Indonesia, Brazil, India and Turkey as the ‘Fragile Five’;

→ Fewer than 10 percent of South African municipalities are run on a clean balance sheet;

→ Several large scandals over the last twenty years include a multi-billion dollar arms deal which had presidential involvement and the $23,000,000 Nklanda scandal, in which a recently serving president is alleged to have used tax payers money to refurbish his home;

→ South Africa’s Education Minister openly admits the country’s schools are in a state of crisis;

→ 213,000 of 800,000 South African children failed their end of school examinations;

→ 50 percent of the 1.2 million seven year old entering grade one in 2002 dropped out eleven years later — despite 6 percent of South African GDP being spent on education, more than in any other African country;

→ Children are packed like sardines into buses and taken out of Soweto into the white suburbs;

→ White learners are six times more likely to get into Higher Education;

→ Sample testing of 400 school children reveals that only 130 can do basic multiplication (none could answer the same section when written in English);

→ The Rector and Vice Chancellor of the University of the Free State implied in a speech that the 1976 school uprisings had damaged the education system by fundamentally undermining the value of the schools themselves. Others have stated that subjects like science had to be taught in English or other European languages because the various black dialects simply did not have the sufficient conceptual vocabulary to articulate what had to be conveyed;

→ Witwatersrand University, once one of the finest medical faculties in the world, is forced to accept affirmative diversity admission quotas;

→ The SONOP and De Goede Hoop student residences in Pretoria become multicultural;

→ A plaque commemorating Prime Minister Hendrik Verwoerd is removed from Stellenbosch University;

→ Black Economic Empowerment Laws (Affirmative Action Laws) make it almost impossible for whites to secure gainful employment.

 

Two aircraft streaked from east to west across the sky. Their engines echoing off the billowing cloud, out towards the Swartruggens, thin vapour trails fading slowly in the sunrise. Gijs waited until they passed. Then he signalled for the column to move on. It was noon before they crested the horizon and looked out upon the endless flats. In the distance they could see the outline of another homestead.

‘Just like mine?’ Eelskje breathed close to Gijs’s ear. He turned to examine her handsome Germanic features. She would make a fine wife. A woman worthy to stand by the side of a Volksmanne, a man of the people. There was the cold echo of the Ossewa Brandwag about her, aloof, focussed and determined.

‘Do you know who lives there?’

‘The Vissers,’ Eelskje answered.

‘Sympathetic?’

She smiled.

‘Very!’

It was nearly two hours later they came up against the farm walls. Gijs approached the house cautiously and circled it warily. The shutters were closed and the galvanised roof sheets were riddled with tell-tale bullet holes. Behind the house was a small garden where the Vissers had grown herbs, vegetables and flowers to sell at market. Gijs noticed the chicken shed was empty and a charcoal bonfire circle had been burned into the grass some twenty metres off to the north.

Both front and back doors were locked. He yanked at a shutter and the metal hook eventually gave, freeing a cloud of bluebottles that buzzed him as he cupped his eyes and looked in through the window pane at the scene inside. On the table was the casseroled torso of a man. The meat partially scraped from his rib cage. The severed stump of a woman’s leg was near the fireplace. She was still wearing her shoes. Animals had gnawed the meat from her femur. Turning, he waved the others back.

‘The Vissers?’ Eelskje asked, her eyes wavering.

‘Gone,’ he confirmed.

←→

Back in Vaanderbilt Park, Hastings sat quietly, listening to an inner voice that flattered his ego. ‘You are the One,’ it whispered. ‘I am the One!’ he replied, so excited that he jumped up and ran around the house naked, pulling the wings off flies, stamping on their bodies as they spun in circles on the tiled floor. ‘Bastard English!’ he repeated time and time again, before collapsing exhausted on the side of his bed, flicking through old copies of Leakey’s and Johanson’s books, nodding in agreement with their argument that Kenya and Ethiopia were the cradles from which Homo Sapiens came forth. He particularly liked this explanation of human origin, especially the depiction of an African Eve who had given birth to all civilization. ‘So much has been stolen, and so much has been forgotten!’ he cried. ‘Were not the megaliths in Brittany of Negro origin?’

He knew from reading Churchward’s book that the Inuit were black; that Britain was originally settled by Nilotic people like Cheddar Man; that the Dogons had invented the science of astronomy; and that the Tanzanians had developed semi-conductors in the fifth century A.D. Hastings fully understood the magic of melanin and very soon, if he had his way, everyone else would too. At his feet was Carleton Coon’s text arguing the alternative notion of multiple origins. A shredded copy of Sarich and Howell’s palaeoanthropologist works debating the case of racial diffusion some fifteen thousand years ago. And there, stuck on the wall between two large posters of Malcom X and Louis Farrakhan, was a computer print out of Robert Lewis’s assertion:

Athens was founded by an Egyptian in 1556 BC; Macedonia by descendants of Hercules; Greece, Europe and the whole of America was settled by descendants of the Egyptians; the Indians were related to the Isrealites of Egypt; Syrians, Greeks, Phoenicians and Romans were all negroid. 

Hastings was now convinced that every major figure of history, from Euclid to Shakespeare, had been black. Pushkin was proof positive, was he not? On the bedside next to him lay the paperback Black Athena by Martin Bernal. Next to that, tracts by philosophers like Hountondji, Wiredu, Obenga and Okafor. He slowly leaned back on the pillow, picking up a pen, then after a few moments, he began to roughly sketch an idealised black male torso. His subconscious drifting to Cress Welsing’s thesis that white male homosexuals fantasize that through anal intercourse with black men, they can, by intermingling semen and fecal matter, produce something physically which is the colour of real men, something like Hastings himself. ‘We are the Sun People, they are the Ice People,’ he was murmuring. ‘Egypt was founded by us and their Greek States suckled on the warm brown nipple of an African breast!’ 

He dreamed of the stone palaces of Axum in the Ethiopian highlands; towering obelisks; silk-clad ivory merchants who had lived in golden splendour; and the Sudanese city of Meroë and its iron foundries. The university city of Timbuctu he knew for a fact had been a greater source of scholarship than Paris and Padua combined, much greater than the libraries of Alexandria and Kos. If Sudan had now become a war-torn wilderness it was because Europeans made it that way. After all, had the Karanga Kingdom and the Kingdom of Mutapa, not built skyscrapers along the Zambezi valley?

He rejected the false history about his people pulling up their huts and being forced to move like vapid nomads because they had exhausted, rather than ecologically managed, the patch of veldt they had settled on. Or the fact that many had adopted Christianity simply because after the church singing and the learning of psalms, the Boers would cook a hot Sunday roast and feed every individual of the congregation. He preferred the idea that at heart his people, like the Kalahari bush men, imagined an eternal hunt for the eland among the stars.

‘Like Zuma and Mugabe, I will use magic against the whites. I am the new Asante, son of an Ashanti princess,’ he muttered in the confines of his bungalow, ‘and I will show my people Njia, the way!’

Hastings had read all about the Nkula, Wubwang’u and Wubinda rites and rituals of the Ndembu, the Lunda, Luvale, Chokwe and the Kaonde. He had attended the Nkang’a, singing over the puberty rites of little girls, and the Mukanda, the boy’s circumcision experience. Soon he was an expert on the Isoma, women’s rituals, ancestral spirits and shades. Sometimes he was called upon to practice Chidika and Ndembu in order to cure a man of troublesome women and to enthuse the productive will by means of Lusemu. Perhaps his reputation for ku-kasila, the tying up of shades, was what had finally established his reputation among the Elders. He began to act as a chimbuki doctor, a mukulumpi or great weneni, practising akishi, banishing the shades with his nkaka of male power.

Soon his following began to grow. He found that the people all around him, members of the various cults, were enthusiastic about becoming his apostles. They flocked to him in these times of growing uncertainty and Hastings would shout curses, kumushing’ana, while making a great show by beheading a red cockerel. He also handed out aphrodisiacs as he spoke in Ashanti — ‘May the elephant give you her womb that you may bear ten children!’ Then the crowd began to sing:

I am going to teach her how to smile 

Your mother, today, your mother how to smile.

The moon which has gone appears,

I have seen the man on whom to smile.

Mother!

Come and copulate to leave diseases,

Today look at a wet vulva

Mother of penis! Mother of penis!

That will give you pleasure.

I do not close. I have closed already.

You are giving birth, I am one who gives birth.

I am the elder of the twins.

A large vulva, a small penis,

Look, a vulva as on a lion’s brow,

I am going away, I, a veritable witchdoctor of copulation.

I will rub your penis,

Mother, O, mother!

Your swollen scrotum stimulates the vulva indeed.

A strong vulva and a strong penis,

How it tickles like grass! Copulation is like sweet honey.

The penis is making me strong,

You did something when you played with my vulva, here is the 

Basket, fill it... 

He would call for wubanji, the homicide of the whites, and declare Abusua bako mogya bako — ‘one clan, one blood!’ Then two girls would conduct the Esono by smearing his body in their menstrual blood. ‘Now we must perform the ahorohorua ceremony,’ Hastings would proclaim from his makeshift pulpit, ‘and wash the sunsum clean.’

Then suddenly the people’s new prophet began to feel the melanin inside his body react like a super-conductor, electrical pulses rushing through his synapses. ‘Like the genius Richard King said,’ he would repeat metronomically, swaying in an ecstatic trance, ‘carbon is black... The original Titans found that all life came from black seed… All life was rooted in blackness…’


Chapter IV


The country where the north wind carries away dry thorn bushes. Where the north wind blows knots of wool against barbed wire. Where rivers and rocks reverberate with the cry of the crow and the wild dog. This is a heartbreak land with a heartbreak history. But you are the owners!

— Eugène Terre’Blanche 

     Speech to the AWB

They moved by the rising and setting of the sun, ever westward towards the Northern Cape. Nestling together in the cold of night, waking with their sleeping bags soaked in silver dew.

People were losing toenails, fingernails and hair to the trail. They knew they were being followed. One time, the rear guards had picked off two of their pursuers who had moved too far ahead of their commander. Their bodies had been weighed down by rocks and sunk in a muddy stream. After that the hunters hung back, not wanting to risk a fire-fight with these white-devils who could kill in silence at long range. 

As they walked Eelskje played with a claspknife, telling Gijs about her life. He would imagine her charging down a dry vlei, fists clenched, arms pumping as she hurtled to dive in the river. His imagination conjuring the image of chickens scampering around the barefoot little seven year old in the kitchen garden.

She told him about the Lovedu Rain-Queen myth that had grown around the capture of two Boer girls in the Transvaal. How the Queen was called ‘the soil’ and bringer of fertility. Eelskje recalled picnicking one thirsty summer, sitting on the rocky eczema of a kopje, looking up at a flat stone surface where local Bushmen had painted fantastical lions, wildebeest and rhinoceroses of the most vulgar proportions. Eating her sandwiches she had observed the daubings and realised they were a mere year or two old. It was hard even at that young age for her to reconcile how the creators of such primordial art could comprehend how aircraft worked, the intricacies of digital control mechanisms, satellite lasers and such like. And yet, whenever she watched the television, listened to the radio or read a foreign newspaper, these believers in witchcraft and purveyors of muti were portrayed as scientists, engineers and statesmen in waiting.

Her father had sent her to the Queen Elizabeth, Girls’ High School, where she wore a green skirt and cream shirt as part of her uniform. Every day a school bus would drop off the girls in their white socks, pulled up to their knees, at the roadside. 

She remembered coming home one time from school to find her mother, a hand on each hip, confronting a group of bronze penny-faced Pedi on her door-step.

‘No!’ she was replying to them in their own raw English. ‘I have no petrol to sell to you.’ Then looking over their hunched shoulders into the dusty yard. ‘Anyway, where’s your car?’ The men shuffled around, disconcerted by her logic. When Eelskje had come up, her mother rushed her inside, mindful of how the vagabond’s lecherous eyes ran all over her unbuttoned uniform and down inside her blouse.

Eelskje recalled her father birthing the calves, scattering seed for the geese and feeding lambs with milk expressed through a pin hole in a latex glove. She had always lived close to nature. Seeing her father slit the throat and skin the carcass of a billy goat was nothing new to her. She had fired her first handgun at eight and become a marksmen with an automatic rifle by fifteen. Gijs could hear the good training she had been given by her mother and father when she asserted that ‘when faced with uncertainty, you build stone walls or dig into the earth — but first you reach for the ammo.’

→ The President announces that his government’s response to the current strife was to protect and ensure South Africa’s progressive constitution. ‘A constitution,’ he said, ‘that enshrines the freedom and security of the Person against the malign forces of reaction’; 

→ The Parliament in Pretoria declares whites ‘outside’ the South African Constitution, ordering that all their livestock, farming implements, residential homes, business premises, equipment, patents, and shares are to be forfeit to the state;

→ The Constitutional Court rules that confiscatory powers may be used to redress past injustices and to promote the achievement of equality and to protect or advance persons, or categories of persons, disadvantaged by unfair discrimination in the past;

→ Church leaders applaud the legislative measures insisting that they were for the ‘Greater good’ of the nation;

→ The South African military command responds affirmatively to offers of support from the Israeli Defense Force.


Chapter V


When warriors again go out to war,

the hilltops pulsing with their savage dance,

the shields thunder and the spear points flash

high in the sun:

then you sleep on

and you sleep sound,

your feathers scattered far by sun and rain,

your body with its tender coppery gleam

perished, and you?

The grasses still will bend,

the cattle low, and life will call,

but you?

Here where you lay, sheep graze in the morning dew.

 — ‘Fallen Induna’

 C. M. van den Heever

Hastings took to slumming, going down to the townships where he was worshipped, and drinking with his acolytes. He was like a man among children. People bowed their heads to speak to him. While partying at night he would claim to be able to channel messages like cicada songs from the stars.

‘Beware, do not cross me,’ he would threaten very severely. ‘I speak for the Fathers from beyond and they do not take kindly to disagreement!’ Sometimes, for days on end, he would hide himself back in the bungalow, trying to sober up. At such times he could only see himself as an ugly creature devoid of redemption. He would wake up in sour sheets, view porn movies and masturbate, his shirt soaked through with a cocktail of semen and spilled vodka.

There were moments when Hastings thought his head was bursting open with the bludgeoning pain of a sjamboch. Occasions when he could not remember where he had been the previous night or with whom he had been drinking, but the lingering aftertaste of a woman’s fluid was frequently stuck to his palate.

In the townships his eyes would fix on the dung beetles crawling along the floor and he hated that its shell was the same colour as his face. When he awoke one morning after a night with ‘his people’, he coughed blood. 

‘I am a the Black Messiah,’ he reassured himself, and swinging his legs off the mattress, he stood awkwardly on his shaking shanks, looking out through a hole in the cotton drape strung along corrugated metal, eyes trying to focus on Mrs Adwali washing herself in a bucket outside her hut. ‘Damn fine woman,’ he told himself. ‘Good legs and strong teeth!’

Later, making coffee on his gas stove, he caught the smell of roasting dog drifting through the back alleys and he could tell that the café over the road was broiling meat and preparing vegetables for the day’s business. His mind drifted back to when he was young and how everyone had gone to school. He remembered there was always food back then. The liars said all South Africans lived ten times better in those days than other peoples from those black African states that had fought and gained independence from the British, Germans, French and Portuguese. It was a constant, shameful refrain in the conversations of all the old folk: ‘Things were better then, there was safety and security, but now it as all gone!’ If the younger ones questioned their elders on exactly what they meant by it, the grey hairs would bite their tongues, hesitant to speak out, worried they would be reported to the prowling patrols that seized anyone criticising the President. Indeed anyone who dared to suggest that the world prior to 1994, South Africa’s own Year Zero, had been anything other than a living hell, with innocent and industrious natives like Hastings being held back by fat beer-swilling Afrikaners with whips.

Any other perspective was deemed heretical, mad — or worse still, pro-white. The repetitious replay of black and white newsreels of police firing into the seething crowds in Sharpville and Soweto needed no interpretation. The truth was self-evident. American news channels like CNN confirmed it and the History Channel beamed it 24/7 around the globe.


Chapter VI


I shall not lead the reapers now,

my blood’s a cooling ember;

but when you stride across the field

your right hand will remember...

by two the heaven and the earth

are one white molten flood,

and every clod and ash-blue coal,

the corn as red as blood...

— ‘The Harvest’

G. A. Watermeyer

The sides of the valley were so deeply cut that the sun struggled to fight off the shadows until nearly midday. In some places the banks sloped down to small beaches, allowing stragglers from the column to wash in the rush of cold water. After cleaning themselves and scrubbing their clothes on dry rocks they came across traces of camps. ‘Probably marauders from the north,’ Eelskje offered. Gijs nodded silently. Crossing over, they tied themselves together, raising their guns out of the rushing white water, strutting awkwardly against the current like stilt-legged street performers. They found some caves above the snaking river and holed up there for a few days, drinking from fresh mountain streams and hunting game before pressing on still further into the Northern territories.

Gijs lit a cigar from the end of a burning twig and leaned back against a cold boulder.

‘I tell you,’ he said to all who would listen, ‘some of the Kappies work harder than the guys.’

‘Like Olive Schriener said, We bear the world and we make it,’ Eelskje laughed.

‘She wrote that a long time ago!’

‘But it’s as true now as it was then!’ She stroked his arm, her fingers playing an arpeggio from the crook of his elbow to the rounded biceps under the flap of his olive green shirt. Gijs shuddered nervously, unsure about intimacy, uncertain if he could be unfaithful to Betje’s memory. The farm girl read his face.

‘That was then.’ she said. ‘Now is now!’ Gijs dwelt on her words a moment, feeling the skin of his arm prickling from her touch. He looked into her sky-clear eyes. Then he picked Eelskje up, walking slowly away from the glow of the fire.

←→

When he awoke next morning his first thought was of Betje. But it seemed to Gijs that Eelskje was right, there was nothing to do but live. Straining his eyes he could see the camp begin to stretch and yawn. The first whistle of a tea pot cutting the morning mist.

A woman who had volunteered to teach at the Volkskool Orania was telling the story of how she had trained a fifteen-year-old girl from the squatter camps called Irene, who had her feet severely burnt when six years old, to win twenty-seven gold medals in athletic competitions.

‘She thinks of God when she runs and thanks him for her victories,’ she explained.

A man crouching to eat Zoete melk and a blood-red slice of watermelon fondly remembered Zola Budd, saying, ‘We have had champions before who broke records and ran barefoot before the world.’

Eelskje stroked a rust-coloured Boerboel dog that was licking at her face. ‘It is our grootse, our calling,’ she said, ‘to run free in these lands, it is our einbestemming, what the English call destiny.’

Three hours later Gijs was trying to protect his eyes once more against the inescapable glare of the sun. There was already a throbbing heat beating up off the stones. He was lying on his stomach in a crevice, flattening himself, so that he disappeared into the ground, observing a distant caravan coming over the horizon. The point man was riding a small horse, no bigger than a donkey, so that his feet almost dragged on the ground. Further back there were two other horses, rider-less, but with a white man strung by his hands and feet, hanging from a pole. 

Gijs counted ten men, with an eleventh at the tail. All of them carrying guns, some loaded with packs as well. The first man wore shabby blue trousers, another green, but otherwise they were in a melange of faded camouflaged uniforms. Gijs guessed they were not ANC irregulars. Their faces betraying their ethnicity as Abbala nomads, probably coming south as Janjaweed Mohammedan mercenaries from Sudan, to raid and kill. He could see they were making towards a small dam in the river below, their gape-mouthed calls back and forth to each other echoing across the hill.

Stopping at the water’s edge, they corralled their animals with a short rope and began to set up camp. Moving slovenly to and fro to gather wood, they lit cigarettes and laid down their guns to drink. Some pulled khiff from their bags, eyeing the white man with suspicion, occasionally walking up to him and swiping at him with clenched fists.

That evening as it grew darker Gijs continued to watch, sending orders back along the line for a few of the more confident fighters to come up. The dusk was so thick by the time his team were gathered around him that only the whinnying of the horses indicated how close they were to the Abbala slavers below. The Boers could hear laughter, the swapping of stories, and then the thud of an axe, followed by a heart wrenching scream. Gijs could see through his night scope the Janjaweed dancing in the orange glow of their fire. The man he took to be their leader lifting a dismembered white arm from the ground, then walking over to the fire where his stoned troop of Fellaheen intended to devour it like a kebab. 

The Boers lay awake much of the night, listening frustratedly to the men gnawing on the ulna and radius bones below. Then, when the fire dimmed and the snoring of the Abbala rose into the starlight, they surrounded the camp, killing the single drunken sentry with a swipe of a curved kukri, before spraying the sleeping men with bullets.

Realising septicemea was about to take the Janjaweed’s tormented victim, Gijs ordered a mercy kill. A further single shot rang out in the wilderness.

 

Hastings made a silent pilgrimage through the Yeoville shanty town first thing every morning. A hot gust lifting an ochre veil of sand down the dry street. He shuffled in the loose white robes he had taken to wearing, back towards the hut where Mangwa sold his hootch. Children sat around in the sun, flies buzzing their faces, lime fingers of wet urine stretching out in the dust.

Then pushing back the metal door to the Shanti shop he was met by a big smile.

‘Very strong today!’ Mangwa said through his toothless gums. ‘Inelese, inelese!’

Mabuza as ever nodded and reached inside his pocket to take out his zebra skin pouch with the coins.

‘Same price today as yesterday?’ he asked.

‘Always same price to you, Master!’ Mangwa pattered. Then, leaning in with a sly look on his face, ‘But don’t tell anyone else, this is damn good hootch. Interlese, interlese.’ Mangwa stirred the still and reached for a plastic motor oil bottle. ‘You want this all full up?’

‘All the way to the top,’ Hastings said. ‘I have a big thirst!’

‘You always have a big thirst!’ Mangwa grinned. ‘You want a little something else?’ His mischievous eyes winked.

‘What you mean?’

‘Wo-man?’ Mangwa drawled. ‘Nice too. Very young. She from good family. Big ass to fuck hard!’ Hastings was not sure. The last time Mangwa had offered him a woman she was in her sixties and rotted through with ringworm.

‘Where she be?’

‘I can call her!’ Mangwa reassured him, making for the table where is mobile sat like a moulded plastic beetle. ‘She can be here in five minutes.’ Hastings took a look at the hard wooden bench. ‘Can I fuck her here?’ Mangwa pointed back to where Hastings had come from.

‘Your place.’

‘She won’t mind I’m a god?’ Hastings asked.

‘No, she likes make sex very much. Anyways, I tell her you are famous now and she do. I am baas now!’ They both laughed and Mangwa picked up his mobile and began to punch the girl’s number.

When Inkosi arrived, Hastings saw her long black thighs through the swish of a red skirt and nodded in approving welcome.

‘Come, come,’ Mangwa said, gesturing encouragingly to her. Then turning towards Hastings whose eyes were expanding with desire, ‘Did I not tell you she was beautiful!’

‘Yes, yes,’ the self-anointed Messiah slurped, ‘you did not lie!’ Inkosi with a coy glance spun around on her heels.

‘You like girls?’ she said.

‘More than boys!’ Hastings grunted nasally. Inkosi sat down and they shared a drink.

‘Touch her!’ Mangwa encouraged. ‘Good body, yes!’ Hastings’ fingers ran along her breasts. Inkosi’s face curled lasciviously.

‘Come to my room,’ he said. His voice carried the command of the godhead. Mangwa reached out his grasping hand, fingers opening and closing like a leathery tarantula on his palm.

‘Money first — even for gods!’ he demanded. Hastings poked about in his sagging loose pockets.

‘Here,’ he said, ‘enough?’ Mangwa counted the money. His face lit up.

‘Yes, it is enough!’ 

Hastings took Inkosi by the hand. They strode out into the blazing sunlight.

‘Soon you will feel the love of heaven,’ he declared boldly. 

→ EU and American officials meet in Strasbourg to discuss a joint response to the on-going Civil War in the Cape; 

→ Fresh from a trip to Tel Aviv the American Foreign Secretary insists on enforcing sanctions on countries offering to provide sanctuary to the white rebels in South Africa;

→ The British Prime Minister, speaking alongside the Home Secretary outside Number 10 Downing Street, confirms that UK citizens, or other sundry personages resident in the United Kingdom, providing support and succour to the racists in South Africa would face internment under a revised version of the 18 B regulation. 

←→

Inkosi stood up, looked around the room; Hastings watching her as she walked, the soles of her feet sticking unpleasantly to the dirty floor. Taking her dress from the nail on the back of the door, she slipped it over her head and began pointing to his stove.

‘You have coffee?’

‘Yes!’ Her eyes told a story. Hastings slid off the bed and struck a match. ‘It is Nescafé!’ Inkosi’s mouth was watering.

‘Do you have food?’

‘White rice.’

‘Can I have?’

‘I am not a cook!’

‘I can do?’ 

‘You can?’ Inkosi nodded.

Later, they had more to drink. Both began complaining about their life. Each blaming apartheid for their troubles. She began telling him about her upbringing in Hillbrow, a former Manhattan-style white enclave, which was now an open brothel. Both her parents had deserted her by the time she was nine. Two brothers were in gangs. Her sister had died of AIDS eighteen months ago. While her five-month-old niece had inherited the condition. 

‘Yes, it was true, incontestably true. The fact was the tribe was broken,’ Hastings confirmed. ‘The whites have caused all this. It is my destiny to find solutions to our troubles!’ Inkosi knew it and understood that it could be difficult to repair. Hastings bowed his head. It was as if his world was coming apart in his fingers; the truth of the Mandela Miracle had lost its lustre. The Settlers were still fighting. There was less and less food, even fewer jobs and the land fell fallow in decay.

‘What are we going to do, brother?’

‘I will fix all!’

‘You can?’

‘That is what I have been planning, a long time!’ Then they began sharing some narcotics from a small leather pouch he had hidden under his sopping mattress.

Soon they were tripping.

‘What do you see?’ There was uncertainty in her face, so Hastings filled in the gaps for her. ‘You see a man walking through a circle of fire, his hair alight, his arms strong and beckoning to you, yes?’ Inkosi hesitated, unsure what to say, or do, in her state of mind. ‘Yes?’ Hastings repeated forcibly.

‘That is right,’ she confirmed, a look of certainty returning to her face, touched now by wonder, ‘And his seed is black and strong and he shits on the white man!’

‘Yes, yes! You have had a vision!’ Hastings declared, triumphant. ‘You must go tell it to the sisters, the brothers, everyone who will listen. You have received my jissom and become holy in the sight of the prophets, praise be!’

‘Are you a goel?’ Inkosi asked, suddenly terrified.

‘No, I am no bad spirit. I am the Messiah!’

‘Praise be!’ she echoed, running outside to tell everyone the new Black Jesus was among them.


Chapter VII


O cold is the slight wind and sere.

And gleaming in dim light and bare,

As vast as the mercy of God,

Lie the plains in starlight and shade.

— Eugene Marais

Whether it was first or last light, the magnificent shallow-bowled plains and steeped indigo mountains stood serene. They made good time moving rapidly across the reddy-brown blur of rock, riddled with ores and iron.

‘This land is rich,’ Eelskje was saying. ‘You only have to squeeze it gently like a woman to make it respond!’ Some of the Kappies laughed. ‘It is true!’ they said. ‘South Africa is just like any Boer girl, tough and self-reliant on the outside — but wets her knickers for the right man!’

They came across the scene of a massacre. Swooping vultures hung on warm airwaves in the sky over the mountains, hovering just below the cloud line, the sweet stench of corpses rising to greet them.

Fizzing flies in the dry breeze. It seemed two groups had run headlong into each other. Once they had ran out of bullets they had fought with spears, body parts testifying to the cut and thrust of blunt blades. Horses lay where they had fallen, sweating out their last hours in a salty lather. Just like the Kenyan Mau Mau decades before the mulatto marauders had taken to mutilating livestock as part of the process of driving farmers off the land. Evidence of slash and burn surrounded them.

Memories of the Xhosa threat to overrun the twenty-six thousand European settlers back in 1806 and their chief Ndlambe attacking Grahamstown in 1818-19 haunted Gijs’ patrol as they moved off. They could only hope for the return of leaders like Adriaan van Jaarsveld and his Bamboesberg commando who had clashed with Xhosa tribesman around Bruynteshoogte on the upper reaches of the Little Fish River. After a while they came across ossifying avocado trees, papayas dying on the branch, and carpets of macadamia on the broken tarmac. The fugitives would take shelter in thirsty citrus orchards that drooped under a searing sun. They noticed that the well pumps lay broken, tractors went without petrol and the farm workers they did meet had already drunk themselves into a stupor before midday. Everyone had heard stories of ANC officials buying up the seized farms, often using state money, and then awarding themselves management fees of twelve thousand Rand per month. The results of their labour were coming to fruition, with almost no agricultural production taking place in black-controlled areas. Gijs shook his head as the older men regaled each other with stories of how all this was an echo of the situation before the so-called transformation, when blacks lived in the fertile parts of Natal and the Eastern Cape, sitting on some of the country’s most profitable arable soil, and had squandered it all in precisely the same way. And now, despite the supposed Land Reform Acts and all the subsidies they received, they still could not cultivate or rear animals in sufficient quantity to feed the ever growing population. Severe food shortages were pressing all over the country, even before the outbreak of the current hostilities. Now famine stalked like amafufunyana in the shadows of the bushwillow trees.


Chapter VIII


Look out here comes the Tokolshe

Be sure you don’t annoy him

He’s evil and he’s hard to see

And you never will destroy him

He’s eaten a pebble but you know he’s there

Because strange things are occurring

There’s a rattling in the rafters

And the cat has ceased the purring

The fire’s gone out and cold wind swirls

And a window is flapping about

Then suddenly everything is quiet

A silence as loud as a shout

 You’d best call the n’anga now

He’s the only one who can save you

He’ll exorcise the Tokoloshe

Before he can enslave you

— The Tokoloshe 

It was dark inside the church and they had cut a branch from an iroko tree for the rite. The rain beat down, corrugated roofing echoing, water seeping through the rusting prefabricated shell. The christening ceremony involved two virgins dressed in white and a blood sacrifice. The officiating priest, Hastings Mabuza, more witch doctor than Protestant pastor, called upon the saints to bring the people gold and made a sign that the albino children should be brought in to face the congregation. Terrified, the little ones were dragged in one by one and cast into the circle of chanting dancers. Their frail pale faces framing the fear in their little pink eyes. One, an eight-year-old girl, fainted, collapsing to the ground, and just for a moment the chanting fell silent. Then the priest’s monotonous wail started again. A tall bare-chested man strode forward on Mabuza’s cue and seized the albino girl by her burnt stubble hair. He lifted the child and dangled it by its feet. ‘Magic commands, religion implores!’ he announced. Those pink eyes rolling even as she hung upside down, limbs wriggling like she was in the grip of seizure, as he slit her throat. Blood gurgled from between open lips. Then, the body was hacked to pieces with machetes and the limbs thrown into a big open cooking kettle behind the dais.

‘The golden child will bring us gold in life!’ Hastings screamed at his audience. ‘Slice, beat and kill! Slice, beat and kill!’ And to the rhythm of his chant they all made their serpent dance as part of the sacrifice ritual, only stopping to partake of the sacrament of broiled flesh, fresh from the tip of the spoon, as their new Messiah scooped into the kettle and offered it up to his devotees. ‘With this I anoint you,’ he preached exultantly, his hands still glistening with the sticky blood and grease. ‘May your house grow and prosper and your loins never fail you!’ 

←→

Gijs was woken early by the swoosh of helicopter blades clattering overhead, its trajectory following the course of the Sun River. Ten minutes later it was back, sweeping further to the south. But by then the column were crouched in gullies and burrows, heads down, gun barrels pointing upwards should they need to fire.

Black clouds suddenly appeared without warning and opened upon the day. It rained and rained, hanging long mist trails from horizon to horizon. Then, after the downpour, out came the birds, circling, calling to the winds. Sticky runnels of water cascading from the open-palmed leaves of the jacket-plum trees onto the brides bush and hirta grass. 

Below on the road they could see a convoy of vehicles parked head to tail with their lights flicking on and off. An oil tanker lay on its side, beached like a sick whale, blocking the highway. Gijs could just make out that the wheels had burnt out, a river of thick black diesel gushing over the road. There was no way past. The Boers were backed up around the surrounding hills.

Gijs’ binoculars swept back and forth studying the scene, evaluating how to move forward, before twisting about to face his team. ‘We can’t get around,’ he said, ‘the gorge is too steep. We’ve got to go through!’ He began to strip off his ordnance, unbuckling his belt and ammo clips. ‘There are only three or four regulars down there but they are in radio contact with their base. I’ll go ahead alone so that they think I’ve just wandered in from Setlagole.’

‘It’ll look more believable if you are with your wife,’ Eelskje exclaimed precipitously, raising eyebrows all around.

‘That’s true,’ Venter agreed, ‘a pretty woman will also distract them, they’ll be less likely to open fire at first sight!’

Gijs looked into Eelskje’s eyes.

Ten minutes later Gijs and Eelskje were walking out onto the side of the road, looking west towards the pile up, their shadows moving rapidly up to the confused and illiterate men in their ill-fitting uniforms. At Gijs’s approach they stopped talking and stared at his companion, who had chosen a short tight skirt to emphasise the curve of her long legs. Gijs touched his hat in salute and two army men came around the side of the burnt-out cab. Gijs and Eelskje could hear the banter between the men and their headquarters over the two-way radios. The girl pushed out her hip provocatively. One of them pointed an AK-47 at Gijs’s heart. The other lowered his gun, lit a cigarette, took a long puff and smiled amiably in Eelskje’s direction.

‘So, who are you?’ asked the first soldier. ‘Where do you think you are going?’

‘Our car broke down,’ Gijs said, gesturing vaguely at the empty land behind him. ‘We need a ride into town!’ The soldier pinched out his cigarette and waved him back, ‘Is that your girl?’ Their eyes drawn to Eelskje. Gijs met their smiles with one of his own.

‘Yes, this is Eelskje.’ The nearest soldier licked his lips, calling his other two colleagues to leave the radio and come out from behind their cover to see what they had caught.

‘There is a war now, and you are a spy,’ he stated, his lips curling back in an ugly sneer. ‘Give me your papers!’ Gijs reached into the plastic supermarket bag swinging haphazardly at his side. ‘Come, show me what’s in there,’ the soldier ordered. His victim raised the carrier towards his interrogator.

‘See,’ Gijs offered, lifting the opened bag. The man with the gun stepped forward to look inside, squinting down into the opening.

‘What is this?’

Gijs tried to look innocent. The camouflaged arm lifting a packet of dagga from the bag held out before him. ‘This is confiscated!’ the soldier declared authoritatively, ‘Now tell your woman we will need to search her!’ And as the men stepped forward they were picked off by snipers from the hillside, bodies dropping onto the tarmac, melting in the flow of oil leaking from the fractured canister. 

 

Soon, word of his miracles had spread through the townships. Followers began to multiply and gather at his home. One late afternoon Hastings was driving down into Booysens. His passenger seat jinking and jangling with rolling bottles as he came up to an accident on the side of the road. Peeking through the grime-encrusted windscreen he could see an ambulance with a motorcycle escort being attacked by angry youths, throwing rocks and dancing to the sound of Tupac Shakur’s Gangsta Rap song ‘Never had a Friend Like Me’:

I’m down for you so ride with me,

my enemies, your enemies,

cause you ain’t never had a friend like me…

maybe now they feel us, in the act of war,

more casualties, no survivors,

any man that defies us quickly dies,

cause we riders is you and me against the nation…

They never wanted us to make it,

everything that we possess, we had to take it… 

Above him a man was standing on the balcony of a derelict block of flats, his clenched black hand shaking, a revolver firing down through the Red Cross on the ambulance’s roof. Amid the screaming and the burning the residents were hiding in doorways, waving their arms, shaking their heads in frenzied terror. An old man was being kicked insensible under a lamp post, doors were being forced open, another woman trapped at the end of a dark corridor was having her underclothes torn away, looters ransacking everything, people bundling up anything they could carry.

A police van’s flashing blue light drew up and a burst of machine pistol fire welcomed Hastings’ arrival in the midst of the scene. Everyone scattered as he approached the ambulance, the people fell back, shocked at what they were witnessing, screaming to the heavens as Hastings wearing his large green mantis mask turned his head to gaze upon them.

‘God is here!’ they shouted, ‘The Mantis is come to Johannesburg!’ And like Jesus entering Jerusalem, Mabuza was swept up by the crowd, increasing numbers joining his retinue as he was feted and paraded in the back of a 4x4 towards Joubert Park, where he declared he would make a great speech. 

Word spread and by high noon long processions from all over the city and the nearby townships came hot-foot to Joubert. There was no serious attempt to govern any longer. The President and his cabinet were at a complete loss about how to respond. Elsewhere, all over the country, many other landmarks were infested by his disciples, called to take over their sacred ancestral sites, just as Hastings had demanded. Each group was led by an acolyte of Mabuza’s choosing and was accompanied by drummers, women carrying butternut squash and teams of armed guards.

When Hastings appeared on the platform there was a sharp intake of breath as his unique visage was relayed on TV screens all over the nation. ‘I am me!’ he proclaimed, high on cocaine and alcohol, ‘And I am you!’ he insisted, his deep voice bellowing metallically. Then, after a second’s pause while he swigged bourbon from a bottle, ‘And we are everyone!’ The people responded, ‘We are you! You are us! We is everyone!’

‘I have been sent to save us from catastrophe!’ he declaimed loudly into the microphone. ‘The Day of Two Suns, Nongqawuse and Nombanda, is nearly upon us. Like in the old times we must meet at the Gxara river, like Mhalakaza, the last prophet told us!’ Then after the dancing and the shouting died down, Hastings spoke once again. ‘Cattle are the race, they being dead, the race dies. Then a new people will rise: Inkomo luhlanga, zifile luyakufa uhlanga!’

And then Mabuza told them that as the appointed day approached they were to assemble in their white blankets, wearing new brass wire rings, as he, their Messiah, expected. They must pray for Hastings to make the two new suns to rise over the Amatolas mountains and force the English to walk back through the parting sea. Then he promised that a road would transport the foreign devils back to uhlanga, where Satan would dispose of them. A day of darkness would follow and then the new world would be born. The resurrection of the ancestors and new herds of cattle will erupt from the earth and unbelievers like the settlers would be punished for their faithlessness by snake bites.

However, even as the sun rose and traversed the heavens over the following days, closely watched by millions of Hastings’ believers, nothing happened. They raised their right hands to the sky and yelled ‘Inkos!’ in invocation of war. Then they chanted ‘Ingwenyama’ after the Lion King and ‘Indlovukati’ after his mother, the Lady Elephant. When, after a week, the sun eventually crested the western hill tops before it finally set, departing to leave the world in darkness, there was a palpable sense of disappointment in the hearts of the dispersing crowds who made their way back to the townships on dusty roads, wailing and dancing out their uncomprehending frustration at the world.

And each day the magic failed Hastings would find a scapegoat from within his flock. ‘He is Mujiba, a collaborator with the Boer!’ he would cry, pointing to a man or a boy. Then the victim was pulled from the throng and hurled to the floor and Hastings’ body guards would raise their arms and beat his head flat with knobkerries. 

→ The South African President and his family leave South Africa for their luxury villa in Antibes; 

→ The Western media censors footage of the street fighting in African cities, fearful of accusations of reinforcing stereotypical images of developing nations;

→ The BBC’s Africa Today news channel conducts interviews with victims of atrocities committed by white militias in rural areas;

→ Burundi offers military aid to the AmaGiqwa Clan fighting the Deyi clan in and around Ciskei. 

The sun was high as Czapski’s commando rode over the ridge. Their horses edged right and left among the rocks. A cold wind whistled through flapping clothes, scraping their ribs with mercury-tipped fingers. As the head of the troop reached the crest of the rising eminence, he halted. Before him was a full armoured column of government forces dotted with Chinese advisors. Czapski filled his pipe from a pouch tucked in the inside pocket of his coat. He looked over to his second in command, a veteran called Plaatje.

‘Looks like we have a problem.’

His comrade looked back through world-weary eyes.

‘No. I think they have the problem!’ Then mustering the patrol in a thin line along the ridge and cocking their weapons they moved forward in battle formation just like the old Boer army a century ago. Not even the weaving Jian-10 fighter that circled overhead could dissuade them as they started to gallop on. 

 

The mountains were steep and the ravines deep like a natural frontier land. Not a single beast browsed the ridges, only the sound of bustards circling above.

The going was hard as the column found itself scrambling through dense scrub. This, they knew, was the country where the Xhosa had fought hand-to-hand with the British amid the mimosa. For nearly a century after the colony’s foundation the descendants of Ngqika and his warlord uncle, Ndlambe, themselves struggling in an internecine war, had instinctively opposed the encroachment of white civilization with their spear points.

Now as Gijs and the others advanced along deserted tracks, they could see the wreckage of the occasional gabled bungalow lost in overgrown fields. The deserted sheep-runs filled with mud and stones. They found an empty village school house, its desks and chairs broken up and used for firewood. Close to the burnt out wreck of a bakkie they saw a tangle of knife-scraped skeletons lying in cold ash and a pile of blood stained clothes shredded by wandering hyenas.

‘We must bury the bodies,’ someone insisted. Gijs shook his head.

‘But it is the Christian way. We are not barbarians!’

‘It will give us away,’ Eelskje replied sternly. ‘Anyone passing this way will know straight away whites are here!’

‘Eelskje is right, it is impossible.’ Gijs was firm.

‘But...’

‘There is no choice, we are not going to die!’

‘Then at least a few words before we pass on!’

Gijs smiled.

‘Make them few,’ he allowed. An old woman recited N.P. van Wyk Louw’s Dialogue of the Dead:

They saw the Cape and hills, the slopes of the hills

spread to most distant ends as light

where last strange stars fade out of sight

each one is God is so diffused,

no sign of pain could here be used,

where all in all are lost in light.

For two full days and nights they marched on through this eerie and silent land. Sometimes they came across tracks. The telltale paraphernalia of witchcraft marked their progress west. Then one day at twilight their eyes unexpectedly fell upon a very thin native standing before them on the track, upright as some skeletal totem sprung from the earth. 

Gijs approached him, looking side to side, nervous about an ambush. The line behind him bristling like a porcupine with pointing gun barrels. When Gijs got close he could see the man facing him was much younger than he had first thought. Hunger had withered him, his biceps were like small river stones stretched over scraps of old leather. 

‘Haak!’ he told him in Afrikaans.

‘Asihambi!’ was the reply. There was a childlike defiance in the black’s eyes. Then he turned and walked ahead of the Boer trekkers, moving on long gangly legs, singing a traditional song. Gijs and his compatriots followed along the path, realising that the thickets on either side were impassable and that their only hope was to trust in the local native’s indolence and their own firepower.

The thin man led them up a dust track between thorny num num bushes, skirting a graveyard where the dead had been dug up to feed starving mouths. Emerging into a clearing, the Boers were confronted with a great mass of people. At first glance it seemed they were unarmed and posed no obvious threat. Men in multi-coloured cloaks swayed side by side with breast feeding women who giggled inanely as they watched the strangers come on.

There were as many as thirty thatched bee-hive huts spread over the grassy knoll. ‘Presents, where are our presents?’ the natives babbled, holding out their twitching fingers to grasp at anything that the newcomers may have to offer. Their leader sat on a great big stone under a tree. ‘Jamesons whisky,’ he called with childish authority, ‘bring to me!’ Eelskje spotted a handwritten sign hanging from a tree.

‘Mayibuye! Afrika!’ Gijs read. ‘My language isn’t good enough,’ he admitted. ‘What does it mean?’

‘Let Africa come back!’ Eelskje whispered. They had heard tell of some groups of blacks who had taken Mandela’s fairy tales of a golden African past literally. The fraudulent sentiments expressed so dreamily in his biography were etched into everyone’s memory: 

Many years ago, when I was a boy brought up in my village in the Transkei, I listened to the elders of the tribe telling stories about the good old days before the arrival of the white man. Then our people lived peacefully, under the democratic rule of their kings and their amapakati, insiders, but meaning the closest in rank to the king, and moved freely and confidently up and down the country without let or hindrance. The country was our own, in name and right. We occupied the land, the forests, the rivers; we extracted the mineral wealth beneath the soil and all the riches of the beautiful country. We set up and operated our own government, we controlled our own arms and we organised our trade and commerce. The elders would tell tales of the wars fought by our ancestors in defence of the Fatherland, as well as the acts of valour by generals and soldiers during these epic days...

Such fanciful dreams had already caused inter-ethnic conflict with the battle cry, Zemk inkomo magwalandini, ‘The enemy has captured the cattle, you cowards!’ being raised across the length and breadth of the country’s black diaspora. Characters like Hastings had taken advantage of the opportunity by forming unsustainable communes, and much like the Xhosa prophets of the 1850s, began, in their drug-addled state, to encourage their followers to kill their cattle and destroy food stocks, so that the white man would be expelled from the lands he had stolen. Thousands of Xhosa had starved to death in past times and today the ‘sad horror’ was being replicated.

A pretty kaffir girl of about fifteen ran up to them, holding out her fingers, clicking them provocatively in front of Gijs. She twitched her whole body, small nutwood nipples pointing upwards into the sunlight. She began dancing, two steps right, then two steps left, forward and backward. Her skin was of a deep bronze hue, soft and smooth, though languid of movement, she spoke eagerly, proffering her open legs.

‘Mutti,’ she kept saying, ‘take, take!’

Eelskje smiled.

‘She’s courting you.’ Gijs frowned and declined her exhortation just as the thin man who had preceded them came back into view.

‘Boer,’ he said in a high shrill voice, ‘if you have no presents you are not welcome in our land anymore. Our leader speaks so!’

Gijs nodded. ‘We are moving on now,’ he tried to reply in broken Xhosa intermingled with Zulu. The man looked confused and shook an empty skull in front of Eelskje’s face. As Gijs stepped forward to shield her from the affront a young man of some stature appeared through the surrounding circle of tribes people. He was wearing a gold neck chain and the scabbard of an old cavalry sword hung at his narrow hip. Items he had no doubt plundered from one of the numerous family farms in the hills.

‘Lobola, lobola?’ he was shouting through broken ivory gums. Gijs stared back confused, shaking his head. The old man let out a snide laugh.

‘He asks the bride price for your girl!’ A look of fear crossed Gijs’s face, a spectre of the past rising before him.

‘You can’t afford her,’ he said with jaw clenched in bitterness. The old man translated for his excitable compatriot who went to draw his sword, yelling, ‘Ama-Bhulu a-zi-zinjathe Boers are dogs!’ before Gijs shot him dead at point blank range. Awe and terrified rage settled on the visages of the onlookers, who lurched back at the sharp report of the gunshot. The crowd of wild faces parted and they passed on unmolested.

They were moving as fast as they could, the rear guard backing slowly over the next hill, guns at the ready as the chanting rose and fell behind them.

Three hours later, with the sun falling away to the west, Eelskje found clean water and the stragglers wrapped themselves in blankets to keep out the cold. They drank and drank, unsure when they would be able to refill their canteens.

‘Which way?’ Eelskje asked.

‘Due west. I’ll go up ahead and see how the land lies.’

Eelskje watched Gijs move off in the falling dusk. She thought how thin and fragile he now looked against the horizon. ‘Like chipped ceramic,’ she murmured under her breath. 

Gijs was tired and panting when he reached the summit, exhausted from the travail of those days, the slumberless nights, the sleepless anxieties; and he sat on a large jutting rock to rest. From there he could see out over the great valley, its distant western rim running black like a newt’s back against the endless blue. For a moment he was lost in contemplation, but then, true to his upbringing, but against his instinctive inclination, he clasped his hands, feeling the suction of sweat between his palms, and began to pray.

The stars continued to shine and the wind began to climb despite his beseeching words. He knew the people of the valley would have alerted the local police and army units by now. And he also knew that they had not put sufficient distance between themselves and their enemy to proceed without opposition for long. The only hope he had was for low cloud cover and the damn lazy blacks to slumber on in the barracks.

Then, after returning to the group, exhausted by the day’s exertions, he rolled up next to Eelskje’s shivering body in an effort to warm her. A cold sweat lathered his flesh. He knew the hyena gods lurked in the darkness, with their biting jaws and acidic saliva. Their drool smearing the corpses of white babies from Saldanha to Fort Shepstone. It was all he could do to hold it together in front of the survivors he was marshalling to safety. Sometimes he felt they sensed his inner turmoil but had no other option but to follow him. He had never sought leadership, leadership had been forced upon him by bitter circumstances. The same circumstance that came back every night to haunt him. A violated wife and two dead eyes looking up from the swaddling through a smothering cellophane wrap.

He dreamed of his old house and imagined how things could have been different. If only his father had lifted a rifle to the crack in the window and held off the raiders, at least until he could drive out there.

Gijs was moving and talking in his sleep. Eelskje turned and wrapped him in her slim arms, massaging his clavicle and broad scapula, gently kissing the sweat off his fevered brow.

When he woke Gijs sensed a wind coming in over the southern uplands. He checked his leather holster and found his fingers to be cold and numb. Moving achingly slowly down the slope he saw the camp feeding on stale maize cakes and tepid water. Eelskje was there among them, smiling at him, lifting a hand, inviting him to eat and drink.

Light was beginning to seep through the greyness. Above him the tithoya swooped, their forlorn cries a warning of the rigours of the impending day’s trek. Gijs knew the dawn would break soon and he was fearful of what the day might bring.

←→

With a good day’s march behind them, Gijs circled around the sentries before turning in. It was about five in the morning when the mist began to slowly clear and a guard fired his machine pistol, shouting that he could see men rushing the camp. Almost instantaneously the others replicated his action as they realised they were surrounded.

‘Staan op! Wake up!’ Gijs was screaming. Men and women rolled over reaching for their weapons, frantically taking aim at the oncoming force. Fortunately, the first wave was only a small group of Vakhomana and Mujibas, with no mortars or heavy weaponry. It was a feint to test their firepower, and as a consequence the defenders were able to inflict heavy casualties very quickly. 

Beyond, an armoured car and some trucks were disgorging helmeted boy soldiers out the back doors of their vehicles. A machine gunner wearing goggles and a woollen cap was swivel firing from side to side, white puffs rising from the heated barrel as his colleagues fanned out to mount a second attack.

Eelskje threw the butt of an AK47 into the crevice formed by her shoulder and drilled three troopers as they advanced. In the distance, through swirling fog, she could make out an officer rallying his men. Next to him stood a man waving their rainbow flag and Eelskje killed them both with a snarl of satisfaction.

There was a heavy explosion, followed almost immediately by a second. The hill shook, a cloud of grey and orange dust particles blowing along the ripped clay. From that moment Gijs knew they were in trouble. The main column had arrived. 

Anderson’s only son was eighteen, barely a man. But after having his arm broken in two places in hand to hand combat, he began firing his TAR-21 at close quarters as the Umctyu and Unkandampenvu troops came on singing their Somagwaza battle song. They cleared the ground up the slope past an intervening ravine like trained athletes, jumping the laager ditch, and coming up so close that he could smell their foul breath as his barrel stuttered in their faces.

Gijs was watching out for Eelskje throughout the battle, glancing her way between gunshots, a revolver with a bullet resting snugly in its chamber, set aside for her. ‘No one is taking another woman from me,’ he swore to himself again and again, as the sweat began to sear in his eyes.

One charging Inkatha regular died at his feet, turned over by a Gecado pistol bullet. The death sheen on his chocolate forehead caught in the dawnlight as he somersaulted with surprised eyes. An SKS rifle clattering on the stony earth. Gijs worked the bolt and picked off another skulking creature. Eelskje kept shooting until the AK’s barrel was so hot it began to glow, her eardrums filling with the death rattle of the savage assailants coming at them through the scrub and stone.


Chapter IX


Fighting soldiers from the sky

Fearless men who jump and die

Men who mean just what they say

Those brave men of the RSA

 

Silver wings upon their chests

These are the men, South Africa’s best

One hundred men, we’ll test today

But only three will wear the maroon beret 

— Maroon Beret

Gaining height as they circled airily out of the vast yellow field, the choppers lifted on their rotors, settling into a holding pattern above the encampment. Despite the loud throb of the turbines the pilot was engaged in conversation with the base below, checking coordinates, waiting for instructions as the troop behind in the hold ran through their pre-battle ritual, checking weapons, adjusting ammo clips and headsets, readying their hearts and minds.

Then the Chinooks turned, banking into the low mist. Flying south west at high speed, lights flickering on the helicopter’s flight deck, heavy machine guns tilted thirty degrees so that they could lay down covering fire for the troops preparing for the extraction of Gijs’ column.

By now the sun was up, Lynx attack helicopters riding point in the haze of orange coming in over the eastern horizon. The fat-bellied Chinooks surfing in their wake, skimming on top of the river mist, hurtling down the Caledon River at 180 kilometres an hour. 

A mere thirty minutes later and the air cavalry were dropping their rear ramps, troopers squatting down, thumbs up, readying themselves as the pilot counted down to contact. Five, four, three two, one... Then the ratta-tat-tat of SMG’s coming up out of the broken ground below, tracer trails from a ZPU-2 looping in the sky ahead. The first attack ’copter opened fire, rockets and cannons strafing the government forces hiding in their foxholes. A second cutting in from the opposite direction, muzzle flashes raking the enemy’s command and control post with devastating effect. Then the air litter, the chaff, bright yellow dazzling flares and strips of aluminium coming down in clouds to confuse and disrupt the enemy, who by now were breaking cover, running wildly about, firing blindly in an uncoordinated battle line more reminiscent of tribal riots than a professional army.

Seconds later a wall of sound rolled over the surrounded encampment as the door gunners brought their belt-fed weaponry into play, smashing holes in the vehicles below, cauterizing engine blocks and shredding tarps and tyres as they passed overhead.

On the third pass, the first men went down the ropes, fanning out as their boots hit the dry grass. Some burrowed down on their stomachs firing their FN M24’s into the black phalanx ahead. One, two, three they were counting whilst others ran headlong at the enemy. There was a series of flashes and explosions as the Diemacos let rip their M20 grenade launchers. Smoke drifted across the veldt, providing cover as the assault teams began close quarter combat with the Government’s finest, the Nqakula Commando, leaving thirty dead with no loss to the relief force, in less than three minutes. 

Having seen their rescuers punch a hole in the surrounding perimeter, Gijs and Eelskje led their people out under the covering fire of the chain guns. Weaving between the trashed sixty-one and eighty-one millimetre mortars and stumbling over the prostrate bodies of the dead and dying, they fired from the hip as they rushed for the sliding doors of the carriers. Within twenty minutes the extraction was complete. Forty-two people retrieved from ground zero, three Air Cav killed, five wounded and fifty-six regulars, ten ANC militia and three Chinese advisers killed or wounded.

The ’copter lifted, the gunship firing its gattling guns in wide interlocking arcs as it moved off at one hundred and twenty knots. Wheels rolling on the slipstream about ten metres above the veldt. The craft dipping and tipping to avoid the Chinese and North Korean air to ground ordnance. Below Gijs could see the assault teams retreating in the classic fire-and-manoeuvre technique, backing towards the other Chinooks, ready to take to the air. 

As he looked around him, wind ripping through his hair, the smell of motor oil and the drum of rotor engines turning, he tried to gauge the speed at which they were moving. He smiled and leaned over to thank the sandy-haired lieutenant cleaning a bloody blade on a green hand towel.

‘Fuckin’ cannibals!’ was all Gijs could hear over the roar of the engine as the guy tried to explain how he had gutted a man who was trying to toss a hand grenade through the Chinook’s open window.  


Kraal


Hastings had taken the name Shaka and declared his followers to be Celestials. His kraal of over four thousand huts was laid out on the banks of the Leeuwen River, with many more sleeping in the fields all about. Naked boys and girls ran about defecating. Comely bare-breasted women bartered at stalls while their men fought over petrol. Flies buzzed everywhere, mosquitoes flitting in and out of the cholera vapours. 

Hastings had surrounded himself with drug-taking Undis, a Zulu sect of elite fighters originally from the Nkobamakosi regiment, but now little more than a street gang with a cartel approach to narcotic distribution. His Thonga doctors and Baloyi sorcerers advised on the First Fruits ceremony, celebrating his kingship, which was marked by the ritual burning of clothes and utensils. ‘Take life, take life!’ they sang. ‘May no black cat cross between us!’

Over on the opposite bank were the huts and tents where menstruating women were sent during their dirty times. Hastings insisted all live under skins stretched over poles in the traditional way. Women followed him around to catch his spit and piss, so that his water could not be collected and used against him. He would stand wearing charms, armlets and bracelets of tinkling metal, girdled by the skins of snakes and scorpions. Standing directly under the smoke hole in his own tent, his head dressed in ostrich plumes, he would choose his concubines.

‘Let the witch beat the grave with his switch. Bring forth our army of the dead!’ he intoned. ‘Use the Basuto women’s bones for divination.’ Then, ‘Surround me with owls, bats and fireflies!’

On certain days he would walk out among his worshippers, a servant carrying a boombox playing P. Diddy. Then, when the mood took him he would read excepts from his own teachings or quote short phrases from people he admired:

Some of us think when we have power, we shall revenge ourselves on the white man who had had power, and because our desire is corrupt, we are corrupted, and the power has no heart in it. But most men do not know this truth about power, and they are afraid lest we get it. 

Other times he would read poetry to dumbfounded faces:

The child who only wished to play at Nyanga in the sun is everywhere

The child has become a man and travels through all Africa

The child has become a giant and travels through all the world

Without a pass

‘That,’ he would say, nodding with a furrowed brow, ‘was in memory of a child killed at Sharpville.’

His followers had no sense of ceremony as such, other than as a chance to dress up and cover themselves in unearned military regalia. The people would yell back, ‘Kwewuku! Ubabetile! You hit them!’ in Xhosa, or ‘Umnqundu wakho! Your backside!’ Around the central clearing the Ho-ta ti-te se would be sung in a melancholy air, the bass line forming a harmony with the thud of women beating blunt pestles into the corn. As it grew dark the gaggle and babble of the tribe folk would rise as they drank, and the sound of reed pipes came along with the feasting and laughter. A hippopotamus would be roasted on an open fire, fermented milk swilled by children. Then the stamping feet again, two lines of men and women facing off against each other in a fertility rite.

Hastings would smile indulgently. He knew he had led his people back home. 


Orania


Our nation will become free; I see them trekking inland where they congregate in a large mass. I see some going west, where they will fight and revolution breaking out among them, but everything will happen without any blood being shed. On the past of our nation, and in the present, there is no stigma; hope in the future and aim for the best you can achieve!

— The Seer, Nicolaas van Rensburg

‘Ex Unitate Vires,’ said Cornelius van Beek. ‘We Afrikaaners have been farmers and family people for centuries; now it is time for us to master the skills of international trade, global commerce and enter the digital age. What this country needs so very desperately is not the false gelykstelling, the myth of equality, that the liberals force upon us. For we know in our hearts Oordad is sonde; their excesses are sinful. What we need to do is create the wealth to make sure our vision wins through.’

The volksaamtrek, or people’s gathering, swaying like swathes of golden wheat in the wind, nodded their ascent before the wooden platform from which van Beek was speaking. ‘We need a new kind of man, as comfortable speaking English as Afrikaans. As comfortable in the bank as the mealie field!’

There were at least fifteen thousand people present to hear van Beeks’s oration and thunderous applause broke out when a group of English speakers hoisted a banner declaring solidarity with the Boers. ‘And they say, miracles never happen,’ Cornelius laughed, shaking his great greying beard. ‘Welcome friends, welcome to Orania!’

Then turning his attention once again to his speech, ‘This is just the start! We demand our land in the Transvaal, the Orange Free State, Northern Natal and free passage for our kinfolk languishing in misery in the Cape Province to join our Boer Volkstsaat!’ A group of horse commando circled the stage and fired their guns into the air in a symbolic show of strength. ‘Eievolk, eie taal, eie land, our own people, our own language, our own land!’

Afterwards the meeting broke up into a traditional celebration, with folk dancing, sports, food and the usual bonhomie that was a trademark of these people’s casual but resolute daily lives. It was a pure echo of the wagon trekker commemorations, when the Johanna van der Merwe came through Namaqualand, the Magrieta Prinsloo through the Western Cape, the Hendrik Potgieter, and the Andries Pretorius through the southern cape, eastern cape, and Orange Free State respectively.

When dark fell, a river of flame would start with two torches brought from Dingaan’s Kraal. Despite a soft rain, sure-footed Boer women rushed forward to ignite their handkerchiefs and the corners of their kappies, marching in a long winding line silhouetted against the lights of Orania. Climbing the slopes, ascending through the protea bushes with the campfire chorus echoing in their ears.

Then Aarde stepped forward to recite Rensburg’s Flag of Blood prophecy:

It will be the greatest gathering of Afrikaners in our national history. All this will happen without any leader summoning the people together. The people will take things into their own hands and those who do not want to stand out of the way, they will trample to death. Then a great silence will ensue before the storm. That storm will be severe but of very brief duration. One pail of blood will tumble over in which our flag will be dipped and the flag of blood will then fly over a free people.

The crowd clapped for their military leader and he responded enthusiastically. ‘This place, as D.G. Cronje, predicted is ‘n Tuiste vir die Nageslag, is our home for posterity!’

←→

As Gijs soon learned after his arrival, the Great Council was the Executive of the Free State of Orania. It comprised a cabinet of seven, a symbolic number to demark the members from the figure six of the anti-Christ of Revelations. A similar configuration was evidenced in its newly consecrated military flag, where the same three digits, set out in stark black against a white background, at the centre of a red circle, represented perpetual forward movement, intended to suggest advancement and progression of mind and body. Clear evidence of the optimism these people had in the future. Each cabinet member held a portfolio and led an administrative infrastructure to deliver the services the volk desired.

Under the Great Council that ran the settlement, defining its key principles and mores, were the Burgerrade, or district councils of the volk, then the Boerevrou, Boer Women’s groups, and Boerejeug, youth groups. During the Great Famine years of the third and fourth decades of the new millennium these activists saved thousands of lives, distributing maize and potatoes from flat- bed trucks to the disparate satellite settlements who had banded together for defence as the swarming black menace became even more dangerous during times of ever-worsening economic hardship. The complete failure of the ANC government to organise any relief through its own logistics apparatus forced the Boer’s hand. No longer would they stand by and watch white children begging on the side of the road while stories of government lackeys dining on glistening pork circulated on social media. Occasionally there were gun battles and people were killed and injured, mostly Hottentots coming to raid when they knew food was being delivered to a white township. And although the losses were high, slowly other Boer homelands began to take shape and became defensible behind natural topographic features and bristling barbed wire.

Afrikaans was the official language but English was tolerated, though an occasional condescending smile would rise at some Anglican word or phrase. At the centre of Orania’s community field, Dirk van der Hoff’s Four Colour flag, first flown in 1857, and proudly acknowledged once again, flapped in the on-rushing breeze. The replicated colours of the Old Dutch flag complimented by a strip of green running brazenly down the left hand side, representing the fertile land of the beloved Transvaal. Tradition and continuity, not moribund sterility, was the central ethos of Orania. New ideas, systems and philosophies were tested and adopted and if they proved successful and attractive, were advanced to sister colonies. Since its inception in the Northern Cape, Vluytjekraal, the place of reeds, determined its own currency, using the Ora, an exchange mechanism independent of the globalist usurer’s banks, to buy and sell goods.

The original encampments had grown from five hundred hectare settlements, mainly clustered in Kliengeluk, Gootdorp and Orania West, into a hub-and-spoke community stretching far into the original South African state. They had soon developed economic trading zones between their settlements comprised of eco-friendly Aardskepe homes that used solar boilers and straw bale outbuildings. There was no sense of oppression or control, other than for the binding loyalty that experience had already cemented in the people’s minds. That sense of self-sufficiency, selfwerksaamheid, and ethnic loyalty which was key to their survival in the face of the hostile world surrounding them.

Decades of failed liberal dogma about turning the other cheek, a noble Christian trait these proud people now found hard to live up to, had taught them one clear lesson: you must protect your families from the predators that come in the night, and in overwhelming numbers by day. Listen out for the baying of animals waving their sticks and throwing stones. Those that would steal from you everything that you have made, built and created by the skills of your own hand. Thugs who would make claim to what was yours, and contrive to justify their savage actions, by using the term racism and shouting ‘Bigot!’ at the top of their voices. 

←→

Gijs particularly enjoyed the Easter Sunday laerskool ceremonies at the Christelike Volks-Onderwys. There, the homeschoolers, the selfgedrewe, joined with their fellows, listening to fair-haired, straight-backed children reciting poetry in the proper Germanic Afrikaans of their forefathers, and performing Bach or Brahms to enraptured audiences.

Eelskje would lean in to him and whisper that she would love to give birth to his child before too many moons passed. They mixed with proud parents under the traditional South African flag with the image of a young boy transposed across its centre, eating koeksisters, and listening to how Orania’s education committee were planning to reconstruct the great higher education system that had once been populated by alumni from Stellenbosch, Bloemfontien, Potchefstoom, Pretoria and Rand Universities. He felt proud that his community aspired once again towards excellence in science, engineering and mathematics and were appropriately dismissive of the theories and notions of those who preached about a Black African Renaissance from their ramshackle temples across the water. 


Sonnenwende


So under that bleaching African sun the Herrenvolk raised their barns once again, stored their grain, planted their seed and tended their crops, even amidst the tumult and the chaos raging all about them. From east to west and north to south the land was filling with corn, wheat and sorghum running from horizon to horizon.

Across the Transvaal, in Natal, south of the arc between Stellenbosch and Richards Bay, fair-haired families flourished, bronze-skinned women carried pink-limbed children on their firm round hips. Strong blonde men with burnished muscles drove tractors, rounded cattle and rode out on stormjaer patrols. RF rifles slung over their broad shoulders, their sharp eyes watching over their newly liberated land from under the felt brims of dusty grey riding hats.

A network of new Voolkstaats were rising once again in the face of adversity. The dreams of a generation, built upon the bones of their ancestors, an ideal coming to fruition centuries after the first germination took root in Africa’s sun-blasted soil. Between the Atlantic and Indian oceans the warm winds of change were indeed sweeping over the continent, but this time the stink of the fetid Kraal was clearing, and the scent of acacia trees tended by skilful and hardworking hands was sweetening the air.

We say like the Voortrekker of yore, we can still struggle... We shall keep on fighting for the survival of the white man at the tip of southern Africa and the religion which has been given to him to spread here. And we shall do it just as they did! Man, woman and child. We shall fight for our existence and the world must know it... We are not fighting for money or possessions. We are fighting for the life of our people...

— Verwoerd

EINDE
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