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Author’s Note

South Africa has gone through the birth pains of democracy and like many other countries, on the
continent, found the realism of a host of new challenges to be faced in a democracy.
The Mandela Effect II – Daughter and Wife – is the second book in my trilogy series, following on
from my debut novel, The Mandela Effect – Black and White.
Last time they saved the life of Nelson Mandela on Robben Island prior to his release from prison.
Now Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus and Lindiwe Buthelezi are back, but there is a growing hatred
between them as ‘black is black, white is white, and never the two shall meet’.
Get ready for an eye-opening read from the Mandela era of Presidency right through to the
Marikana mining massacre.
Many of the main characters may be fiction, but the scenes are a step away from reality. So, make
a cup of coffee and get ready for a read that will change your mindset forever.

Eric Blue
June 2021
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Chapter 01 - A Window of the New World
Khuthala Bo (be diligent)! Leon Schuster’s Bafana Bafana (South African men’s international senior
football team) song was playing through the sound system at the Vosloo Bar in Jorissen Street,
Sunnyside, Pretoria, as Lindiwe Buthelezi ran her cloth over the bar counter.
The 19-year-old tall, attractive girl had finished her schooling the year before and was on mission
to reach her dream. She was one step away from studying law at the University of Pretoria faculty
and the New South Africa held many opportunities for her.
Unlike in the past under the racist Apartheid system of the National Party from 1948 to 1994, which
saw white people treated as highly superior to those of other skin colours, the doors were open to
all.
While some of her female friends were more focused on boys, Lindiwe put her academic studies
first. The bar lady job at the Vosloo Grill was something that put some petty cash in her pocket and
kept her in touch with reality.
It was 2010 and FIFA World Cup fever was rife as the country hosted the world football showpiece
event. Sport was known to galvanise black and white. Well, at least that was the line that the
politicians preached. There was some truth in it as world sporting events such as the football one
and the hosting of the 1995 Rugby World Cup, did bring all people together, but only for a limited
amount of time.
South Africa had its problems. The economy was largely in the hands of the white minority, and
while all people had a right to vote at election time, the black masses were still swimming in poverty,
sixteen years into the new democracy.
The land issue was a hot potato. Who did the land belong too? The ruling African National Congress
and many other black-dominated political parties believes that the land and its minerals needed to
be nationalised.
The minority groups, especially many of the whites, had the mindset that Jan van Riebeeck had
arrived in the Cape in 1652 to build a refreshment station for ships passing by, and that is where the
ownership of land in the country started.
The coloured community felt differently. Harry die Strandlooper (Harry the Beach Walker)) was on
the beach with his Khoisan people when Van Riebeeck’s three ships arrived. Harry and company
were there first so surely the land belonged to them?
Lindiwe was not one for politics. Her family had been ANC supporters for many years. She was
grateful to the ruling party for bringing a democracy to South Africa but that was old new now. It
was time to build a future. No, it was time for Lindiwe to build a future.
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A local law firm had seen talent in her school marks and had given her a bursary to study law at the
University of Pretoria. She would have to work for the company in the future to basically pay back
the money.
This was a huge plus to her. Jobs in South Africa were scarce. The unemployment issue was another
major challenge facing the government.
The unemployment rate in 2010 sat at 24.69 percent. Many had given up on the ANC’s promises to
deliver more jobs and had turned to crime. Murder alone, stood at 27.1 percent in the Gauteng
(formerly Transvaal) province.
Lindiwe was a church-going girl, who lived her life according to the Bible. Her Sebokeng-based
cousin, Titus Ndlovu felt otherwise. He believed that God did nothing for his life. The fact is Titus, in
his early thirties, had found himself in the wrong company.
After quitting school in Grade 11, Titus got caught up in a world of drugs and alcohol. He had a trail
of four children from four different women, and did five years in prison for rape, albeit a crime that
he didn’t commit.
A few years back, when the boyfriend was at work, the girl was all too happy to spend time with the
young Titus between the sheets.
The boyfriend got wind of it and one day pretended to go to work, before returning to the house to
catch the girl in bed with Titus. The girl pleaded for the boyfriend to forgive her as she had nowhere
to go. The boyfriend said that the only way she could stay is if she laid rape charges against Titus.
The story stuck and Titus did five years behind bars. Poor Titus was a slow learner. He would end up
doing another year and a half for a crime that he wasn’t involved in.
Two years after coming out of prison, a crooked friend of his, knocked frantically on his front door.
“Hide this pistol,” said the friend.
“It is from a crime scene. The cops are coming. I have got to go.”
Titus put the gun safely in his bedroom, but a neighbour saw the friend at Titus’ house and told the
cops. Titus’ bedroom was checked, and the gun was found, so it was another year and a half in the
slammer for Titus, who could not answer the cops on how the pistol had ended up in his bedroom.
Lastly, Titus, a cleaner at O.R. Tambo International Airport in Johannesburg, found a way to
supplement his salary. He would build rooms to rent on his property.
He did not have the money to build. It was the perfect gap for some Pakistanis to latch on too, as
they looked to implement their illegal trade of goods in Johannesburg.
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The Pakistanis would give Titus R15000 to build his rooms, and Titus in return, would speak to his
connections at the airport, to allow the Pakistani goods to enter the country without being checked.
All was good, until the someone at airport security became jealous of not being cut in on the deal.
One day, the cops checked the security video camera tape and poor Titus was caught red-handed
receiving a financial kickback from a Pakistani.
Lindiwe’s other cousin, Zandele, spent much time in prison too, having been a drug mule for a
Nigerian syndicate. Again, she was a good girl from a solid family, who simply got caught up in the
wrong company. She died of HIV-Aids-related illness about three months after serving her prison
sentence.
Lindiwe would always be grateful that she wasn’t as close to her cousins, and they had never tried
to invade her mind and make her join in on their dodgy business.
Many black people, unlike the privileged whites, had not owned a car prior to 1994 and had relied
on the taxi industry for transportation. In fact, that still applies to present due to the difference in
wages and salaries between various population groups.
None of Lindiwe’s family members had ever owned a motor vehicle. When Lindiwe had signed for
her bursary at the law firm, the company CEO had said that if she got her learner’s licence and
driver’s licence, the firm would consider assisting her with a small vehicle to make her transportation
that much easier.
Lindiwe was taken aback by the thought. She, like many blacks, had never thought of her herself as
a person who would sit behind a steering wheel. She just assumed she would spend her whole like
using the taxi service.
The black-run taxi service itself was a challenge. Many of the driver’s bribed their way to getting a
driver’s license, and to take it further, bribed the cops when stopped after breaking the laws of the
road.
Driving down the yellow side-line of the road to avoid sitting in queues of traffic is the way the taxi’s
do things, and over-filling the taxi to make the maximum amount of cash, led to several accidents.
Having been born in 1994, Lindiwe Buthelezi did not experience the brutality of the Apartheid era
like her elders did. In the dark 1980s of Apartheid, a black person was not allowed to occupy certain
sections of a restaurant, train, bus or even toilet. These were deemed to be whites-only areas as
were the plush suburban residential areas under the Group Areas Act.
Most blacks lived in townships with little form of sanitation. If stopped in a whites-only residential
area, the black person would need to present a passbook and a note from their white employer as
to why they were there.
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Like Lindiwe, many black people of 2010 could not imagine the pain that their predecessors went
through under Apartheid. They had heard stories about it, but many thought that their elders were
exaggerating matters.
Lindiwe’s mobile phone began to vibrate in her apron pocket. She was not supposed to check her
phone during work hours at the bar, but the venue was still quite empty. The 5pm rush would come
later. The girl glanced at the screen of her mobile phone and smiled. Her friend Lesego had dropped
her a message to remind her of their coffee catch-up the next day.
Lindiwe had not seen her friend from school days for over five weeks, such was the rat-race in
Tshwane. Time just seemed to fly by.
Lindiwe looked at the time on her mobile phone. It was 16h15 and the beer-hungry citizens of
Tshwane would need her services at the bar very soon. The volume of people inside the venue had
already doubled since she had arrived for her shift.
Moments later, another of her friends, Tshidi, arrived.
“Chomi (friend), I got it, I got it!” said Tshidi, who was the same age as Lindiwe, and wore denim
jeans and a light blue blouse.
“Well stay away from me, I don’t want to get it too,” teased Lindiwe.
“No, silly,” explained Tshidi.
“I got the temporary waitress job at the Wimpy in Centurion. It is not huge bucks, but it is a start.”
Lindiwe smiled.
“That is great, friend, when are you inviting me for a hamburger?” smiled the bar lady.
“Eish, the Wimpy food prices just went up, so I am hoping that when they appoint me as a fulltime
staff member, I will be paid more,” grinned an excited Tshidi.
“Well, I am really happy for you as I know how hard you have tried to find employment,” quipped
Lindiwe.
“It is great that we all have equal opportunities these days but there are so many of us and so few
jobs out there.”
As Lindiwe looked to her right, she saw Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus enter the Vosloo Grill with his
usual step of confidence.
Lindiwe’s heart skipped a beat as she watched him make his way over to join two other policemen
standing at the far end of the bar. One of the men, she recognised as Colonel Jaap Cornelius, who
was Pieter’s mentor.
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“Fok it, Pieter, die land gaan agteruit (fuck it, Pieter, this country is going backwards),” said Jaap.
“Ek het n span na Mamelodi gestuur om n bank rooftog uitetjek en terwyl ons ouense binne die mall
was, het iemand die battery van die polisievoortuig gesteel (I sent a team to Mamelodi to check out
a bank robbery scene and while our guys were in the mall, someone stole the car battery out of the
police vehicle).”
Pieter shook his head.
“Ja nee, deesdae as dit nie sement is nie, dan gaan dit maar voete kry (yes, these days if it is not
cemented down, it will grow legs),” replied the Lieutenant.
“Wat praat jy, hulle het een van Mandela se staanbeelde by die Uniegebou gevat (what do you mean,
they even took one of Mandela’s statues at the Union Buildings),” quipped Jaap, as he gulped the
last of his beer.
“Nog n dop (another drink)?” asked Pieter.
Jaap nodded.
“Laat hom val waar hy wil, net nie op die donderse grond nie (let it fall where it wants, just not on
the bloody floor),” said Jaap, about a drink going down one’s throat.
“So maak mens (that’s the way),” joked Pieter.
Pieter made his way over to the bar and tapped his beer glass against the bar counter.
“Fill it up please, Ms Buthelezi,” he said with a wink to Lindiwe.
Lindiwe smiled back at the Lieutenant. If anyone had been watching, they would have been a fool
to not realise the special bond between the policeman and the bar lady.
However, nobody was paying any attention to them, as everyone was more interested in chatting
about their own affairs as they consumed alcohol.
How Lindiwe wished that her future husband would be something along the lines of the Lieutenant.
Right now, she saw Pieter as a fatherly figure as in someone she could turn to for advice.
Pieter on the other hand, didn’t think of himself as a fatherly figure at all. In the prime of his life,
Pieter still believed that he could charm younger women and could not keep his eyes off Lindiwe.
Unlike the conservative minded Jaap Cornelius, Pieter was more open in terms of the New South
Africa. Besides, there was something special about this girl, he thought.
Lindiwe poured a beer into Pieter’s glass and placed it in front of him.
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“There you go,” she said with a smile, that in Pieter’s mind, had enough rays to light up the room.
“There is a long weekend coming up,” said the Lieutenant, as he tried to make conversation and at
the same time, find out what the girl’s plans were.
“I will probably spend the weekend in my room reading law books,” replied the bar lady.
Pieter whistled.
“That sounds boring,” he said.
Lindiwe giggled.
“Yes, well, I got this bursary from a law firm which will allow me to study at the University of Pretoria,
and I don’t want to let anyone down,” she said.
Pieter tilted his head to one side and then the other.
“Different strokes for different folks, I suppose,” he muttered, as he clasped his beer glass, with a
bottle full of beer for Jaap, in the other.
Once he had given Jaap his beer, he turned his focus back to Lindiwe.
Reading law books on a long weekend, I mean now, he thought.
He needed to work a plan to get some private time with the bar lady.
Jaap opened his beer and turned to Pieter.
“So, wat maak jy op die lang vakansienaweek want ek sien jy het verlof ingesit (so what are you
doing on the long weekend because I see you put in for leave)?” asked the Colonel.
Pieter nodded but kept his stare on Lindiwe.
“Dis tyd vir n bietjie pret (it is time for some fun),” muttered the Lieutenant.
Jaap caught on to Pieter’s glance towards Lindiwe.
“Lyk vir my soos n one-night stand (looks to me like a one-night stand),” said the older man.
Pieter took in a sip of beer before answering.
“Ek sal vir jo una die tyd laat weet (I will tell you afterwards),” he said.
“Voorspoed, jy weet diis nie my mark nie (good luck, you know it’s not my market),” uttered Jaap, as
he looked at Lindiwe.
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Chapter 02 - Oh, Mother City
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus was a man with a plan and his plans almost always came to fruition. Once
again, his plan had worked out as he had convinced Lindiwe Buthelezi to join him for the long
weekend trip to Cape Town.
Seated behind the steering wheel of his white Toyota Corolla, he was as proud as a peacock, with
Lindiwe in the passenger seat next to him.
It had not been easy work for either to make the trip happen. Pieter had to talk a good game to get
his boss, Colonel Jaap Cornelius to give him time off from his police duties over a long weekend.
Likewise, Lindiwe had to smile very nicely at her manager, Jacques Visser, to get time off from her
bar lady part time job at the Vosloo Grill. Long weekends were traditionally big-time money-spinners
for the restaurants and bars and maximum staffing was required. However, she had sold her boss
with the line that she would work double shifts for two days upon her return.
“I know that sign,” said Lindiwe, as she pointed at the ‘Welcome to Colesberg’ board as they entered
the Karoo town.
“We are halfway between Johannesburg and Cape Town on the N1 highway.”
Well not quite. Colesberg is known by many to be the halfway mark, but it is the smaller town of
Hanover just a bit further north, which officially is halfway between the two cities.
“Did you ever thing that I would say no to your invitation?” asked Lindiwe, as she adjusted her
sunglasses.
“No girl has ever said no to Pieter Erasmus,” boasted the Lieutenant, and both burst out laughing.
Lindiwe stared at a Cape Town tourism pamphlet which she held in her hand.
“Wow, I can’t wait to go up Table Mountain in the cable car,” she quipped.
Pieter cringed. Not only because the cable car trip was quite pricey. The Lieutenant feared little in
life except heights and the ground moving below his feet. The cable car company had installed
turntables inside the cable cars so that the tourists could circle around inside the cabin and see all
the beautiful views of the mountain and city.
The Lieutenant had been up the mountain once before in his life. To Pieter it was a case of, ‘once
you have seen one mountain, you have seen them all’, but he did not want to spoil the trip for
Lindiwe.
“Then there is the ferry trip to Robben Island,” remarked the girl.
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While the sun was high in the sky over the Karoo, a few clouds had gathered. Pieter knew enough
to know that rain the Karoo was scarce. The ground on either side of the N1 highway was bone dry
due to a shortage of water. Huge patches of open sad was broken up by the odd patches of brown
grass.
Pieter certainly did not have sight-seeing on his mind when he invited Lindiwe on the trip to the
Mother City, as Cape Town is affectionately known. He had figured more on spending the maximum
time between the sheets with her.
How he wished he could stop the car and do the rain dance. He knew that the weather would be
the decider on whether the cable car would be open for duty or if the ferry would be able to navigate
the ocean to take visitors to Robben Island.
Having made their way through the town of Beaufort West, Pieter and Lindiwe continued to head
south on the N1 highway and eventually found themselves going through Laingsburg.
The town was famous for having much of its population washed away in a flashflood in the early
1980s when the river on the outskirts of the town burst its banks after an immense amount of
rainwater.
On to Touws River, the one-horse town famous for being the graveyard of the steam engines close
on thirty years back, when diesel locomotives and trucks replaced coal driven rail vehicles as the key
method to transport freight.
At last, the surroundings started to look a bit greener, as the pair reached De Doorns, then
Worcester, and the drive via the Hugenote Tunnel through to Paarl. They were now just 62
kilometres away from Cape Town, with the sight of Table Mountain in the distance, being a pleasing
one to Pieter.
“Do you think South Africa can ever get back to the Nelson Mandela era?” asked Pieter out of the
blue.
“What do you mean?” replied Lindiwe.
Pieter was referring to the corruption which had become a part of much of South African society
since Mandela had finished his term of office as leader.
Nowadays the newspaper headlines were filled with commissions of inquiry, and other negative
news as the governmental service took strain. Empty promises of jobs and housing had led to an
increase in crime as people looked to other ways to put bread on the table.
Governmental leaders did not seem to worry too much. Many were themselves facing accusations
of passing juicy tenders to brothers from other mothers in return for a financial kickback.

https://Eric.Blue/

13

After the human rights abuses brought against black people by the law enforcers who safeguarded
white interest during the Apartheid years, it was nothing short of a miracle that South Africa had
reached a democracy without a major civil war.
“I believe that black and white can live peacefully together, but it will take a major sacrifice from the
whites in terms of surrendering part of the economy and land, in order for this to be achieved,” said
Lindiwe.
Oh yes, thought Pieter. The land issue was foremost in the news. When Dutch sailor Jan van Riebeeck
arrived in the Cape with his three ships in 1652 to set up a refreshment station, Harry die
Strandlooper and his Khoisan (coloured) people watched his arrival from a distance.
So, who did the land really belong too? The whites who arrived with written contracts. The Khoisan
who clearly were around the area first? Or the blacks who believed that according to the Congress
of the People’s Freedom Charter, all land, and the minerals on it, belonged to the state?
Pieter tried his best to stretch his back muscles. It had been a long 15-hour journey from
Johannesburg to Cape Town. He hated stopping along the way as that would only make the trip that
much longer.
He pulled the car into the Engen One Stop fuel station on the N1 about twenty kilometres from the
centre of the city, and refuelled the tank.
Once near the suburb of Sea Point, Pieter pulled a note from his wallet which had the words Spring
Inn, Oliver Road, Sea Point scribbled on it. The Lieutenant had done some Googling on the internet
before the trip to Cape Town and found the Spring Inn to be at R350 per night for bed and breakfast.
Based on his limited policeman’s salary, that was about as good as he was going to get, and once at
the Inn, he parked the car and went inside to check in.
The man behind the reception desk was in his early thirties and greeted the guests with a smile.
“So, you want to stay for three nights on the bed and breakfast charge?” he said.
“If you are hungry, there are some wonderful restaurants in the area. I can recommend the pizza
places.”
Hungry was not quite the word, thought Pieter. He was famished and ready to chew on his hand if
food did not come soon.
Once their bags were placed in their room, he and Lindiwe took a short walk to the pizza restaurant
and armed themselves with a ham, pineapple, and cheese pizza and a two-litre Coke on take away.
Back at their room, Pieter placed the food and Coke on the table next to the television and locked
the door.
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He began to hug and kiss Lindiwe and then started to unbutton her blouse. After a night of
passionate lovemaking, both drifted off to sleep. To Lindiwe, the night had been awesome as this
had been the first time that she had been intimate with a man.
Pieter awoke at 2pm which was his regular wake-up time for his police shifts. He grabbed a piece of
pizza and munched on it. Even though the pizza was not cold, he enjoyed it as he thought of how
the night before ended with Lindiwe in his arms.
The girl awoke at 7am and Pieter was already in the bathroom, having a wash and shave.
“Good morning,” said the Lieutenant.
“Grab some pizza. You must be starving after last night.”
Lindiwe giggled and wrapped a sheet around her naked body before heading over to help herself to
some of the pizza.
“Don’t eat it all, we are still going down for breakfast,” teased Pieter.
Once both were dressed, they made their way downstairs. The smell of the bacon and eggs filled
their nostrils long before they arrived in the breakfast room. So it was; eggs, bacon, sausage, tomato,
baked beans, mushrooms, and toast to go with the tea and coffee.
“You know what they say about breakfast being the most important meal of the day,” winked
Lindiwe at Pieter.
Then it was off to the Victoria & Alfred Waterfront to catch the ferry to Robben Island.
The clouds of the previous day had departed, and clear blue sky hid the heavens from the earthlings.
As she sat on the ferry, Lindiwe felt a familiar voice infiltrating her mind.
It is in your hands, to make a better world for all who live in it.
The voice in her head sounded just like that of former South African President, Nelson Mandela,
who had been jailed for 27 years on Robben Island by the Apartheid regime.
When a deep injury is done to us, we never heal until we forgive.
Am I going crazy, wondered Lindiwe? She gazed at Pieter to see if he could hear the voice too, but
clearly, she was alone on this.
What was the first President of the democratic South Africa trying to tell her? Would the country be
able to find healing between all races? Could South Africa recover to be the Rainbow Nation that
Madiba, as Mandela was known, intended it to be.
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It always seems impossible until it has been done.
At the island, the group of tourists went ashore and were taken on a tour of the land by a guide.
It was when the group entered the corridor at the prison cells where Mandela and many other
human rights activists were held, that a strange feeling went through her mind.
I have been here before, thought Lindiwe. She was drawn to an open prison cell on her right. She
could hear prisoners laughing and whistling at her, although of course, the cells were unoccupied
these days.
Zuma!
It was almost as if the current President, Jacob Zuma, who had been detained there, was with her
in spirit too.
We must strive to be moved by a generosity of spirit that will enable us to outgrow the hatred and
conflicts of the past. Mandela again!
Once out of the prison cell area, the group were taken on a tour of the shops and Post Office on the
island. Despite being told to stay together as a group, Lindiwe felt a spiritual attraction to the empty
shoreline at the far side of the island.
She signalled to Pieter to follow her.
At the unused beach, all she saw was the carcasses of birds on the sand as well as seaweed.
She looked to her right and spotted a rock. Yes, she had been here before, but when and how?
“Come take a selfie of us at the rock,” she said to Pieter.
Once at the rock, he took out his mobile phone and with his arm around her, began to take
photographs.
As Lindiwe sat on the rock, her left hand felt the smooth, weathered surface of the stone. Then her
fingers caught on to something rough. She removed her sunglasses and looked down.
Was she dreaming? No, there it was. On the rock surface, was her name carved for all to see. Lindiwe.
She was not going mad. She had been on the island before. There was a definite link between her,
the island and Nelson Mandela!
You will achieve more in this world through acts of mercy than you will through acts of retribution.
Lindiwe stared out to sea. She could see some cargo ships in the distance. Then turning around, she
could see Cape Town on the other side. She could only imagine how the political prisoners had felt.
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They were so close to Cape Town, but held against their will on an island, that was impossible to
escape from.
Not that the waters were filled with sharks, but few if any of the former ANC prisoners could swim,
and goodness knows what other creatures lived under the waters and were waiting to devour them
if they made a bold bid to reach the mainland.
“Pieter, we have been here before,” she remarked.
The policeman shrugged his shoulders.
“If you say so,” he replied.
“Yes, you marked my name on that rock, remember?” she said.
Pieter did not respond. His mind was racing. When he was with Lindiwe he felt like the New South
Africa could really work out. However, when she was not around, his mind was like that of Jaap
Cornelius – the only good black was a dead one.
His conservative-minded parents had taught him that Apartheid would be around forever. Yet here
he was on the island where the top opponents to the Apartheid government used to be locked up.
Nowadays he worked for the people that he used to fight against. How would his life work out? Had
Pieter been a good man trapped in a bad organization? Was he now a bad man trapped in a good
world?
Should he abandon his love for Lindiwe and maintain what his parents had taught him or move
forward in this new life?
He held Lindiwe’s right hand in his own. If Lindiwe Buthelezi was at his side, there was only one way
to go and that was forward. God had placed him on this earth in 2010 for a reason.
Pieter gently kissed Lindiwe. His destiny had been decided for him.
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Chapter 03 - Back with a Bang
Back from her long weekend in Cape Town, Lindiwe Buthelezi was working double shifts at the
Vosloo Grill. The chef had called in sick at the last minute, so the manager, Jacques Visser had asked
for the bar lady to assist with the frying of chips in the kitchen.
It was just after noon in Pretoria and the bar was almost empty. The big rush for drinks would come
in about five hours’ time.
Lindiwe was battling to concentrate on her work. Her mind was running in different directions as
she thought about Pieter and the trip to Cape Town. Then there was the strangeness of Nelson
Mandela’s voice in her head.
Even though Pieter was many years older than her, being with him felt so right. Of course, many of
her colleagues would pass remarks about their relationships. Some would say she was nothing more
than a gold-digger, trying to live a white life with a white man.
Little would they know that Pieter Erasmus was a lower-end policeman in terms of salary. People
be people, she thought. They would always gossip and jump to the wrong conclusions.
Lindiwe gave the bar counter a wipe down with her cloth before heading off to the kitchen to begin
peeling potatoes in preparation for the frying of chips. She would later return to the bar area to help
with the serving of drinks when the venue filled up.
The girl had a phobia about working with a gas stove. Gas, electricity, and lightning with things that
one should not play around with. They had the potential to kill.
Her mind returned to Pieter. He was a good Afrikaner, not the racist type that she had read about.
Her experience of men was not huge, but there was something about Pieter that made her heart
flutter. He was handsome, well-built and had a sense of maturity about him.
Poor innocent Lindiwe. Would she have thought the same if she knew that she was sleeping with
her biological father?
How she wished that her mother, Lindiwe Senior, who died giving birth to her, was here to give her
advice on men.
Like Lindiwe, Pieter too, had been hard at work in catching up on time following his few days’ off in
Cape Town.
At 5pm, the Lieutenant strode through the door of the Vosloo Grill with a spring in his step. Pieter
was the man, he thought. Something told him that today would end completely different to the rest.
He thought it was because he would spend some more bar time with Lindiwe. He would soon
discover that things would turn out differently.

https://Eric.Blue/

18

The cop performer his usual routine in greeting the locals before heading over to the far right of the
bar, where he shook hands with Colonel Jaap Cornelius.
“Is jy reg vir n dop (are you ready for a drink)?” asked Jaap.
“Gooi maar (make it happen),” replied Pieter, gratefully.
Jaap ordered two beers and took his in a bottle, while Pieter preferred drinking his beer from a glass.
“Nog n dag in die nuwe Suid-Afrika, God asseblief help ons met die spul (another day in the New
South Africa, God please help us with this bunch),” said Jaap, as he passed a glass full of beer to
Pieter.
The ‘bunch’ that Jaap was referring too, was the black people of the country. Jaap had never been a
fan of them.
“So, hoe was die naweek in the Kaap (so how was the weekend in the Cape)?” asked the Colonel.
“Lekker (nice),” replied Pieter, with a glance towards Lindiwe at the bar.
“Ok, dis jou keuse, maar hulle is nie my sort nie (alright, it is your choice, but they are not my type),”
replied the Colonel, as he stared at Lindiwe.
“Ek kan nie lank bly nie. Die heks is terug van die skoonouers af (I can’t stay too long; the witch is
back from the in-laws).”
In using the term ‘witch’, Jaap was referring to his wife of twenty-five years who had spent the long
weekend with her parents. He avoided going to the in-laws at all costs. Many spouses felt the same.
Pieter noticed that Lindiwe made several trips to the back corridor behind the bar and could not
understand why. Eventually, she went to the back and did not return for a good fifteen minutes.
Not for a moment did he think that she could possibly be seeing another guy at the back, but he was
just curious as to what was going on.
Eventually, he could not hold back his curiosity and made his way over to the bar, through the
swinging half door, and to the back corridor.
He found Lindiwe frying chips in the kitchen.
“You are missing me already?” she teased.
Pieter smiled.
“I was just wondering why you are not on your normal post out in the front,” replied the Lieutenant.
Lindiwe pointed at the chips in the hot oil on the gas stove in front of her.
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“Tshepo the chef called in sick, so the manager asked me to take charge of the food,” the girl
explained.
“It is great to see that you are so handy in the kitchen,” quipped Pieter.
“Don’t get any ideas,” replied Lindiwe.
“I am more than just the breakfast, lunch and supper type girl.”
The chips were frying a bit slow and at that point Lindiwe increased the amount of gas to the fryer.
“So, when is our next trip to Cape Town?” she asked.
Pieter took in a sip of beer before answering.
“I need two or three promotions at work for my bank account to recover,” he said.
“Hopefully, we will be able to go on another trip soon though.”
“I really hope so too,” smiled Lindiwe.
“Anyway, let me leave you to the frying of chips,” said the Lieutenant.
As he turned to leave, his right foot caught on the bottom edge of the structure that supported the
wash basin and he stumbled forward. In attempting to avoid falling to the ground, he grabbed for
whatever, he could get a grip on. That happened to be the gas pipe on the wall.
The piping sampling could not handle his weight and snapped, sending a bright flash across the
kitchen and corridor area.
Pieter fell forward knocking his head hard on the wash basin, as he tumbled to the floor.
Hearing the explosion in the kitchen, Colonel Jaap Cornelius charged to the back room behind the
bar.
“What the hell, somebody call an ambulance!” he screamed as he saw Pieter lying on the floor with
a gash wound on his forehead. He turned off the main gas supply and put a kitchen cloth over his
mouth and nose. The gas was enough to make grown men cry.
Ten minutes later, the Vosloo Bar had turned into a crime scene. The beer-drinking crowd inside the
venue had been evacuated and the doors of the bar were closed for business.
Two paramedics were doing their best to assist the unconscious Pieter.
As he attempted to open his eyes, he tried to call Lindiwe’s name, but his lungs were filled with gas
and he could not get the word out.
Eventually when he did, the paramedics were stunned.
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“Lindiwe?” one asked.
“Who is Lindiwe?”
The reason this question was asked is because Pieter had been the only casualty in the kitchen.
There was no sign of anyone else when the paramedics arrived on the scene.
The Vosloo Bar manager, Jacques Visser, was one of the first on the scene in the kitchen. He battled
to come to terms with what had just happened.
Once back in the bar area, Colonel Jaap Cornelius questioned him.
“I can’t believe it,” muttered the manager, in his late thirties and dressed in a black golf shirt and
blue denim jeans.
“We had the gas pipes checked two months back. Everything we do here is in line with the law.”
Meanwhile outside the closed front door of the venue, a crowd had gathered to see what was
happening. News reporters and photographers from the daily Pretoria News and Beeld (Afrikaans)
newspapers were trying to force their way inside to get the biggest story in Pretoria in years.
The last time a story in Pretoria had attracted this much attention was when 23-year-old right winger
Barend ‘Wit Wolf’ (White Wolf) Strydom, dressed in camouflage, had walked across Strijdom Square,
shooting anyone who was born black. This was back on 15 November 1988. Strydom killed eight
blacks and injured another sixteen that day, before being stopped by a black taxi driver, while the
assassin reloaded the magazine on his weapon.
Strydom was sentenced to death for his crime, but this was converted to life in prison when the
death penalty was abolished.
He received his freedom in 1992, in a direct exchange between the Apartheid government and the
ANC. In return for Strydom, then-President F.W. de Klerk allowed the freedom of liberation struggle
bomber Robert McBride.
McBride was locked up for his involved in the McGoo’s Bar bombing in Durban, which killed three
whites and wounded another sixty-nine, people on 14 June 1986.
“Where is the bar lady?” asked Jaap Cornelius to Jacques Visser.
Jacques ran his hands over his short black hair.
“I asked her to fry some chips in the kitchen as the chef called in sick,” said the manager.
“Well, the paramedics told me that the only person in the kitchen was Lieutenant Erasmus, so where
is the girl now?”
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Jacques was stunned. Lindiwe must have been in the kitchen frying the chips. How could she not be
there, particularly if the gas on the fryer was on turned on?
“She must have been in the kitchen, there was no way that she couldn’t be there as she was not out
front,” uttered Jacques, as he jumped to his feet to check the kitchen, and then the bathroom area
in search of Lindiwe.
He returned to update the Colonel.
“I don’t know where she is, but I can tell you that she is a good worker and a good girl,” said Jacques.
“There is no way that she would have sabotaged the business by causing the blast. She is not like
that.”
Jaap began to scribble down some notes on a piece of paper that he produced from his pocket.
The two paramedics who had been treating Pieter, carried the injured Lieutenant out on a stretcher,
as they headed towards an ambulance parked out front.
“Meneer (Mr) Paramedic, are you totally sure that Lieutenant Erasmus was alone in the kitchen
when you arrived there?” asked Jaap to the senior paramedic.
“Definitely, I would have noticed if another person had been in the kitchen,” said the paramedic.
“We took in two other women who had inhaled gas but those were not staff, I think.”
Jacques puffed out his cheeks.
The owners of the Vosloo Grill had gone away for the long weekend and had not yet returned. He
would have some explaining to do when they did eventually arrive or call. The Vosloo Bar had been
in business for over thirty years and had never encountered any form of situation such as this.
“When can we open for business again?” asked Jacques to Jaap.
“I suggest you keep the doors closed for today and if the investigating team has completed all its
tasks, you may be able to open in the next day or two,” explained the Colonel.
Not that this was going to help much. Few people would be brave enough to return to the popular
bar in the knowledge that there had been an explosion on the premises. It was simply too risky.
Most of the regular customers would surely be looking for a safer watering hole.
Jacques rushed over to the front window of the venue and peered through it. The crowd of
onlookers was getting bigger by the minute. There was no sign of Lindiwe among them.

https://Eric.Blue/

22

The manager rushed back to his office behind the bar and looked for the girl’s mobile number on his
whiteboard. He dialled it but there was no usual ringing tone or voicemail where a message could
be left. It was as if Lindiwe Buthelezi had disappeared into cyberspace along with her phone.
When he returned to the main bar area, one of the cop investigators was in deep conversation with
Jaap.
“It looks like one of the gas pipes snapped, but we will have to run tests for fingerprints which should
give us an idea of whether this was done on purpose or not,” said the investigator.
“We might be able to get an idea of how much force was used on the pipe as it has a few dents in
it.”
Unaware of the Lieutenant’s fall in the kitchen, Jaap was convinced that Pieter would not have
broken the pipe, so that left him wondering about Lindiwe and why she had run away from the
scene.
He would only be able to get some concrete answers when Pieter regained consciousness.
“Jacques, you keep trying to find Lindiwe and let me know the moment that you do,” said the
Colonel.
“I will get down the hospital and try to get some information out of the Lieutenant the moment that
he is able to speak.”
Jacques nodded and headed off to check on two of his other staff members who were drinking sugar
water to calm their nerves. They were just lucky that they were not in the kitchen when the gas
explosion happened.
The manager did not suspect Lindiwe of foul play but why had she left the venue? What did she
know that he and the cops did not?
Again, he tried to get hold of Lindiwe on her mobile phone, but it was as if her number did not exist.
Jacques shook his head. He was a NG Kerk Sunday regular and his dominee (Pastor) frowned on him
for working in a bar with alcohol. Now that the blacks were mixing with the whites, was muti being
used by the blacks to bewitch the venue? There were more questions than answers.
He kept watching his mobile phone, hoping that Lindiwe would call back, or Jaap would update him
with some news to put him at ease.
Time seemed to come to a standstill for Jacques Visser. He seemed to be so alone in the world. His
job could well be at risk too. The Afrikaner owners of the Vosloo Grill were not patient people, and
the staff turnover was quite large. The owners had no time for unreliable people or those who could
not follow orders and do their tasks diligently.
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What Jacques did not know was that the gas explosion had forced Lindiwe to indeed leave the
kitchen. Not only that but she had left Planet Earth and through time travel, had become someone
else but with the same name!
Who would be more surprised? Pieter, the medical doctors or Lindiwe herself?
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Chapter 04 - Good Morning, Lindiwe
“Good morning, Ms Buthelezi,” said a white nurse to the patient at the Netcare Jakaranda Hospital
in Middelburg Street, Pretoria.
Lindiwe ran her hands over her face.
“How did I get here?” asked the patient.
“I am not sure, I was not on duty when they brought you in four days ago,” answered the nurse.
“I can see on your medical chart that you had quite a bit of gas in your lungs. You are lucky to still
be in one piece. Were you a part of the explosion at the Vosloo Grill a few days ago? The gas could
be quite harmful at your age.”
Lindiwe did not know what the women was talking about and what was this about age?
The patient asked for a mirror, and the nurse courteously offered her one from a small make up bag
in her side pocket.
Lindiwe stared at the face of the woman in the small mirror and understood what the nurse meant.
Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr had somehow changed bodies with her mother, Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr. The
older Buthelezi was the one laying in the hospital bed!
Lindiwe Snr looked around the ward of the neat private hospital and quickly realised that she was
not in a government medical building.
“Who is paying for my stay here as I don’t have the money too?” she asked frantically.
“Relax, Ms Buthelezi, the place where got injured is paying your bill, but right now you need to rest,”
said the nurse.
Lindiwe stared at the name tag on the left breast area of the nurse’s white top. Lisa Visagie. It was
hard to tell if the nurse was English or Afrikaans as there was no trace of an Afrikaans accent.
“Please can you organise a telephone for me so that I can phone for me so that I can call my
boyfriend,” requested Lindiwe.
Lisa produced her mobile phone from the right pocket of her slacks and offered it to Lindiwe.
“What, is that a calculator?” snapped the patient.
“No, Ms Buthelezi, it is my mobile phone, and you are welcome to use it if you promise to keep your
call short,” said Lisa.
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“How do you plug the phone into a jack on the wall?” asked Lindiwe.
Mobile phones were not in existence when Lindiwe Snr died in giving birth to Lindiwe Jnr in 1991 so
this was all new to her.
She looked across at a television set and there was a black man giving a speech, claiming to be the
President of South Africa. His name was Jacob Zuma.
“What happened to F.W. de Klerk?” asked the patient.
Lisa Visagie immediately realised that this patient was different to the rest and seemed to suffer
from some severe memory loss.
“Dr Tim Mokoena and Dr Robert Scott will be here in a minute to see you,” explained the nurse.
Lindiwe Snr was much more arrogant than her daughter. She swung her legs over the side of the
bed and tried to get her feet on to the floor.
“I don’t need a doctor, I need to get out of here,” said Lindiwe, who suddenly felt faint and fell back
on to the bed.
“You are not ready to go anywhere so please relax,” quipped Lisa.
“Nurse, what year are we in?” questioned Lindiwe.
“It is 2010,” smiled Lisa.
“What!” screamed the patient.
“The last I remember; I was pregnant and ready to give birth in 1991.”
Before Lisa could say anything, Dr Tim Mokoena and Dr Robert Scott arrived at Lindiwe’s bedside.
Tim was in his early forties and was a general practitioner, while Robert, quite a bit older than his
colleague, was a psychologist.
“Good morning, Ms Buthelezi,” said Tim as he introduced himself and his colleague.
“A psychologist?” yelled Lindiwe.
“I am not crazy.”
“I am a psychologist, not a psychiatrist, Ms Buthelezi,” smiled Robert, dressed in black plants with a
white open neck shirt.
He opened his Apple IPad and began to take notes.
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Lindiwe did not have a clue about the device that was in the psychologist’s hand.
“Now, Ms Buthelezi, you need to tell me all that you can remember before you arrived here,” said
Robert.
Lindiwe sighed.
“Look, the last I remember was that the year was 1991 and I was pregnant with my first child,” began
Lindiwe.
“My boyfriend and the father of the child is police Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus and you can phone
him at the police headquarters to verify that.”
Tim and Robert shot a glance at each other. It was highly unlikely that an Afrikaner man had been in
a relationship with a black woman back in 1991, with the country having still been under Apartheid
rule, albeit the dying days of racial segregation.
Robert had to work out whether Lindiwe was making up the story or was she suffering from mental
block about last remembering 1991.
Robert tested the patient’s memory.
“Do you remember the release from prison of Nelson Mandela?” he asked.
Lindiwe thought long and hard.
“Yes, he was released in 1990 after serving 27 years in prison for standing up for the black masses
against the Apartheid regime’s policies,” she said.
Robert looked at Tim and nodded. Clearly Lindiwe was mentally fit.
“What happened to Mr Mandela after being released?” asked the psychologist.
Lindiwe scratched her head.
“I can’t remember,” she replied.
“Is he still alive?”
Robert answered in the affirmative.
“What has happened to me, Doctor?” asked Lindiwe.
Robert closed his IPad before answering.
“For some reason, you have lost a major amount of memory, but it is not the end of the world as we
can fix that over time so just get some rest.”
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He left with Tim and they did a debrief in a side office.
“Tim, I have been doing psychology work with top clients in South Africa and other countries too,
but I have never experienced a case like this one,” said Robert.
“It is like a spaceship collected her from Mars or Jupiter and dropped her off in Pretoria.”
“What could have caused the memory loss?” asked Tim.
“At this stage, I am not sure, but I found it strange that she asked about her boyfriend, the alleged
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus, but not once did she ask about the well-being of the child that she said
she gave birth to in 1991,” said the psychologist.
“Surely you would want to know about the state of your child?”
Tim nodded in agreement.
“Do you think that the gas blast at the Vosloo Grill may have had a major impact on her memory?”
questioned Tim.
“Maybe, but as I say, I have never had a case like this before,” replied Robert.
“I mean thirty years of memory is a lot to lose. Some people are not blessed to live that long.”
Robert continued.
“I suggest you keep her here for a week or so and I will put work out a daily psychology programme
to help her.”
“Do you think that she could be a danger to society if we released her?” asked Tim.
Robert shrugged his shoulders.
“Your guess is as good as mine at this stage, but I am sure that if we released her, she would go
straight to the police to search for her alleged boyfriend,” said the psychologist.
“I suggest that we find this Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus before she does, so we can find out the truth
about what really happened. My God, Tim, I hope that this Pieter guy hasn’t also lost thirty years of
his memory.”
Back in the ward, Lindiwe was given a magazine to keep her busy. The white nurse had forgotten
that doing crossword puzzles was really seen as a ‘white person’s thing’, but she was running out of
ideas of how to keep Lindiwe’s mind occupied.
“What about Pieter, my boyfriend?” asked Lindiwe to the nurse.
Lisa Visagie smiled.
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“I am sure that the doctors are doing their level best to track him down,” said the nurse.
Lindiwe was getting impatient.
“Pieter is on duty at the police headquarters in Pretoria,” she said.
“He phoned me this morning before he left for work. He needed to report for duty at the Union
Building where President de Klerk was to give a public speech.”
Lisa stared at the patient. She hoped that the doctors could find out what had caused Lindiwe
Buthelezi to lose so much memory.
“Ms Buthelezi, Mr de Klerk is no longer President,” quipped the nurse.
“Jacob Zuma is. South Africa became a democracy under the ANC leadership in 1994. Nelson
Mandela was the first President, and he was followed by Thabo Mbeki.”
Lindiwe began to get frantic.
“No, de Klerk is still President, you people are playing with my mind!” she said in a loud voice.
“Let me out of here!”
Lindiwe tried again to climb from the bed and Lisa pushed the emergency panic button. Doctors Tim
Mokoena and Robert Scott charged to the ward.
“What is it nurse?” asked Tim.
“Ms Buthelezi won’t believe me that it is 2010 and wants to leave,” explained the nurse.
“She thinks we are playing mind games with her.”
Lindiwe grabbed on to Tim’s arm.
“What are you doing to me?” she screamed.
“Nurse, give her a dosage of Temazepam (Restoril),” ordered Tim.
“That should help her to sleep and relax.”
“No, you are not going to inject me!” yelled Lindiwe, as she tried to break lose.
“Nurse, chain her down if need be,” said Tim.
“It is for her own good.”
Lindiwe’s wrists were bound to the side of the bedrails.
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“Look, Ms Buthelezi, we are trying our level best to find out why you have lost so much memory,
but please understand that it will take some time for us to run some tests on you,” explained Robert.
“I don’t want your tests!” screamed Lindiwe.
“Let me out of here, I just want to get to Pieter!”
Lisa Visagie injected the dosage into Lindiwe’s right arm, and it was another five minutes before she
fell asleep.
Robert stared at the patient.
“We have a real case on our hands here, Doc,” he said to Tim.
“The pieces of this puzzle are just not fitting together.”
………………………
Over at 1 Military Hospital, Colonel Jaap Cornelius had spent half hour pacing up and down the
waiting area as he waited for Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus to wake up.
Jaap thought of all the beers that he had consumed at the Vosloo Grill over the past fifteen years of
his stay at police headquarters. He also remembered the endless hours of conversation that he had
with Pieter. Those were good times.
Now Pieter was in the emergency ward and the Vosloo Grill was closed for business. Life simply was
not fair!
Jaap took in a sip of coffee. He was not a big coffee fan, but he knew that his shift would be an
extremely long one and the caffeine would do him good.
His mobile phone sprung to life.
“Ja, Burgess, please tell me that you have found the girl,” answered Jaap, in seeing the name of
investigator Wayne Burger appearing on the screen of his device.
“Well, sir, yes and no,” responded Wayne.
“Which is it, Burgess, yes or no?” replied a confused Jaap.
Burgess began to explain.
“Well, we managed to get hold of some security footage from the main area of the bar as well as
the kitchen. You will not believe this, but the girl was frying chips in the kitchen when the gas
explosion happened. Then a second later, she was gone.”
Jaap listened intently.
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“What do you mean ‘gone’?”
“Sir, the footage shows the time of the accident,” went on Burgess.
“One moment she was there and a second after the explosion, she was gone.”
“What did you see of Erasmus?” questioned Jaap.
Burgess explained that the camera was focused on the area where the girl stood at the fryer so they
could not see the doorway and there had been no sign of Pieter on the video footage.
“So, we still don’t know what set off the gas explosion or where the girl disappeared too,”
summarised Jaap.
“No, sir,” confirmed Wayne.
Jaap puffed out his cheeks.
“Have you checked out all of the other hospitals for the girl?” asked the Colonel.
“Yes, sir, there is no sign of any 19-year-old girl matching Lindiwe’s description,” replied Wayne.
“It is like she was an alien sent to earth to make our lives a misery. I take it Lieutenant Erasmus is
still asleep?”
“Yes, I just hope that he knows what happened inside that kitchen as the doctors say that he bumped
his head pretty hard before hitting the floor,” said Jaap.
“He is a good cop, sir,” said Wayne.
“One of the best,” replied Jaap.
“It is like a third force is at play to drive us crazy. I will not be surprised if another group has tried to
get to Pieter to use his skills to carry out an attack. However, Pieter is a loyal guy and would never
trade his country for money.”
“I hope that you are wrong about some group trying to win over Lieutenant Erasmus,” said Wayne.
“The last thing we need is another dirty cop, but I really don’t think that the Lieutenant is in that
bracket.”
“Every man has his price, Burger, but yes, I certainly hope that Pieter has not thrown in the towel
with us,” said Jaap as he ended the call.
Jaap noticed some commotion at the end of the passage. Two of the doctors who were treating
Pieter were in deep conversation.
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Eventually, one of the doctors headed down the corridor to update Jaap.
“Lieutenant Erasmus’ position has stabilised, and he is responding to treatment,” said the a tall
doctor with the traditional stereoscope swung over his left shoulder.
“He has woken up but is still quite drowsy from the medication,” said the doctor.
“Anyway, Colonel, he keeps mentioning the name ‘Lindiwe’.”
“Can I go see him?” asked Jaap.
At that moment, loud shouting was heard from the emergency room.
Pieter had become hysterical. He wanted to escape. He could not face a world where he had lost
Lindiwe Snr and quite possibly Lindiwe Jnr too.
The tall doctor and Jaap ran towards the emergency room where they found three other doctors,
one black and two white, trying to restrain Pieter.
“Let me out of this fucking place, you bastards!” yelled the Lieutenant.
Then things turned political.
“Stay away from me you gorilla!” yelled Pieter at the black doctor.
The battleplan was clear. If Pieter lost both Lindiwe Snr and Lindiwe Jnr, he could honour his parents’
views by returning to their racist mindset.
Ons sal lewe, ons sal sterwe, ons vir jou, Sui-Afrika (we will live, we will die, us for you, South Africa)!
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Chapter 05 - Pieter Plans His Future
‘Steel bars wrapped all around me, I’ve been your prisoner since the day you found me’. Michael
Bolton’s smash hit of 1991 would have been quite relevant to the way that Lieutenant Pieter
Erasmus was chained up in his bed at 1 Military Hospital in Pretoria.
He tossed on way and then the other to loosen the chain that held his wrists against the bedside
railings.
“You bastards, you don’t know what you have just done!” he screamed.
A black nurse sniggered and whispered to her black male colleague: “Does he know that this is 2010
and not Apartheid South Africa anymore?”
Pieter heard the remark and glared at the black woman.
“You are first on the hitlist, you black bitch!” he screamed.
There was no doubting the sincerity in Pieter’s voice and the words cut like a knife in the woman’s
spirit to such an extent that she turned and walked away. Dabbing a tear from her right eye, she
now believed what her parents has told her about the racist, domineering whites. More to the point,
the racist, domineering Afrikaner.
Jaap Cornelius forced his way into the ward where Pieter was being treated.
“Pieter, ek wil jou spreek (Pieter, I want to speak to you),” remarked the Colonel in a stern tone.
Was Jaap going to reprimand the Lieutenant for the way that he treated the black nurse? Not a
chance. Jaap felt the same as Pieter and was proud of his Lieutenant for his utterances.
Once settled in his hospital bed and all the chains were back in place to keep him bound, Pieter
listened to Jaap’s questions.
“Waar is Lindiwe (where is Lindiwe)?” asked the Colonel.
“Fok it, Kolonel, ek weet nie (fuck it, Colonel, I don’t know),” said Pieter.
“Ek het gehoop dat jy sal weet (I hoped that you would know).”
Jaap pulled out a small note pad from the breast pocket of his shirt.
“Sy was saam met jou binne die kombuis (she was with you in the kitchen)?” he asked.
“Ja, dinge het so vinning gebuur (yes, things happened so quickly),” explained the Lieutenant.
“Ek onthou net ek het met Lindiwe gesels en skielik het ek voorentoe geval en aan iets gegryp (I
remember talking to Lindiwe, and suddenly I fell forward and tried to grab on to something).”

https://Eric.Blue/

33

Jaap thought through Pieter’s version of events.
“Miskien het jy die gaspyp gegryp en gebreek (maybe you grabbed the gaspipe and broke it)?”
muttered the Colonel.
“Kan wees (might be),” said Pieter.
“Maar die manne by die kaantoor het na die video material gekyk en hulle verwys dat een oomblik
was Lindiwe by the kosmaak stoof, en n sekonde later na n ontploffing was sy weg (the men in the
office checked the video material and one second Lindiwe was at the gas stove and the next she was
gone),” pushed Jaap.
“Ek weet nie (I don’t know),” uttered Pieter.
“Ek kan nie onthou date ek die vloer gekap het en hoe ek hierdie sny op my kop gekry het nie (I don’t
even remember hitting the floor or how I got this gash on my forehead).”
There was a brief silence between the two men before a frustrated Pieter spoke.
“Kolonel, ons ken mekaar n heel paar jaar (Colonel, we have known each other a good few years).”
Jaap nodded.
“Ek dink jy weet waar Lindiwe is, maar jy wil nie vir my vertel nie (I think that you know where Lindiwe
is, but you don’t want to tell me!” said Pieter sternly.
“Broer, ek weet nie waar sy is nie,” countered Jaap.
“Die hele polisie afdeling is op soek na haar. Sy het soos mis voor die son verdwyn en almal dink dat
jy weet wat gebeur het (the whole police department is looking for her. She disappeared like mist
before the sun and everyone thinks that you know what happened).”
“Ek weet fokkol (I know fuck all),” muttered Pieter.
“Sy was by the kosplek voordat ek geval het (she was at the food place before I fell).”
“Jaap, moenie date ek uitvind dat jy is soos die ander en lieg vir my, asseblief tog (Jaap, don’t let me
find out that you are like the others and are lying to me, please,” said Pieter.
Jaap headed for the door.
“Hoe ken jy vir my (how do you know me)?” asked Jaap, with a wink to his Lieutenant.
Pieter was left with more questions than answers. He was becoming more and more convinced that
the New South Africa was taking him for a fool. What game were his fellow cops playing against
him?
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The South African police had become a bit of a laughingstock of the nation. Police station staff were
being held up at gunpoint. Cop cars were being vandalised. This wasn’t the case before the fall of
Apartheid.
If he could not trust his own fellow cop colleagues, then why should he respect the New South
Africa?
Three hours later, Pieter needed to go to the bathroom.
“I will bring you a mini urinal pan,” said a black doctor to Pieter, in response to his request.
“I want to go to the bathroom myself,” replied the patient.
“I am afraid that is not possible,” remarked the doctor.
“Fuck you and your family, I want to go to the bathroom now!” retorted Pieter.
The doctor went off to consult with his superiors. Five minutes passed before he returned with two
security guards, who were both black.
“These two men will escort you to the bathroom,” explained the doctor.
Pieter gritted his teeth.
He remembered his parents referring to black people as JACK, which stood for ‘Just Another
Confused Kaffir’, with ‘Kaffir’ being a derogatory-banned term for a black person. Some white people
believed the term ‘Kaffir’ to mean ‘non-believer’. However, most blacks understand the word to
mean the equivalent to the offensive ‘Nigga’ word, in reference to African Americans, but nowadays
used globally.
Pieter was escorted to the bathroom by the two security guards who would not have been out of
place in a WWE wrestling ring. They had huge biceps, but heavy hips, which made the Lieutenant
wonder if he could outrun them.
As he stood urinating into the urinal in the bathroom, he weighed up his options. If he made a run
for it and did manage to get away, then where to from there?
All he knew was that he needed to escape. He had lost Lindiwe Snr, when she died giving birth to
Lindiwe Jnr, and now he was not sure if he would ever see Lindiwe Jnr again either.
To hell with the New South Africa, he thought.
While Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus pretended to be sleeping in his hospital bed, he was concocting a
plan that would make previous attacks on blacks look like kindergarten.
The trick was not to get caught while performing these evil deeds.
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He knew of an abandoned apartment near Strijdom Square, which had been renamed Lilian Ngoyi
Square after the former Apartheid activist.
Ngoyi was the first woman member to be elected to the executive of the ANC and helped launch the
Federation of South African Women.
His mind went back to the early 1990s, when army General Constand Viljoen had the opportunity to
topple the de Klerk government. It was reported that Viljoen had over 50 000 trained Afrikaner
military men at the ready. It was said that Viljoen had his finger on the trigger but opted not to shoot
and went the democratic route.
Viljoen believed that his men could oust the de Klerk government in one afternoon, but then what?
South Africa was cut off from the world due to international sanctions put in place because of the
county’s Apartheid policies.
As he lay in his hospital bed, Pieter was silently cursing Viljoen. If the trigger had been pulled, South
Africa would have gone on a different path, at least for ten years or so, he figured.
Pieter was fully aware of the Boeremag saga too. In the early 2000s, a group of right wingers planned
to target townships, power stations and high-level political gatherings in a bid to prove who the real
owners of the country were.
The plan was to overthrow the ANC government and to put Boer Republics in place, as was the case
in the days of the Vootrekkers in the 1800s. While they managed to pull off some bombings in
Soweto in 2002, twenty-six members of the group were arrested in 2002, which several more in
2003.
British mercenary Simon Mann, who is internationally known for being a part of the Sandline
International company along with fellow Scots Guard officer, Tim Spicer, made big cash from his
battle plans in Angola and Sierre Leone. The Angola campaign alone was believed to be worth 10
million British Pounds. Things fell apart when he was contracted to depose the government of oil
rich Equatorial New Guinea in 2004. The plane, with Mann and his sixty-four mercenaries onboard,
was stopped and raided by Zimbabwean officials while refuelling in Harare en route to Equatorial
Guinea.
Mann did seven years in prison in Equatorial Guinea’s notorious Black Beach prison in Malabo, while
sixty-six of his colleagues were acquitted.
Pieter Erasmus was more of a ‘Wit Wolf’. Even though Barend ‘Wit Wolf’ Strydom had told
investigators that he was a part of a larger right-wing group aimed at destabilising South Africa, he
was actually a one-man army.
So too was Pieter Erasmus. Despite the New South Africa being a good sixteen years down the road
of democracy, the Lieutenant knew of several dodgy cops who would pay good money to make use
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of his services to prove a point. Not all members of the law enforcers were happy at delivering on
their oath, as undertaken by the new regime.
Black and white had a long way to go to reconcile and even longer if members from both sides did
not want to be seen as one.
With Lindiwe Snr and Lindiwe Jnr gone, Pieter felt that there was no reason to believe in the New
South Africa.
Getting hold of ammunition would not be a problem. He had the connections inside the police force.
Like Simon Mann, the risk was to carry out the plan as soon as possible. Mann’s downfall was that
the coup in Equatorial Guinea took over a year to plan and, in the meantime, information leaked out
which led to the eventual arrest of him and his team.
Pieter had no plans of spending time behind bars.
Maybe he could be the next Andre Stander. Stander, a cop, was the leader of the notorious bank
robbing Stander Gang of the 1980s. His disguises and fake passports were so good that he evaded
his own cop colleagues for many months while robbing banks in Braamfontein, Johannesburg and
Durban.
Of course, it became easier when his superiors in the police, put him on the case to investigate the
bank robbers. So, Stander would fly to Durban in the morning and rob a bank, before flying back to
investigate a bank robbery in Johannesburg in the afternoon.
Stander’s luck eventually ran out while he was in Florida in the US, when he got spotted by a cop
near his rented apartment. He attempted to grab the police offer’s shotgun and a scuffle broke out.
A shot went off wounding Stander in the abdomen. He died on the pavement.
Fellow gang member Lee McCall died after a prostitute who was a regular with the Stander Gang,
tipped off the cops. The safehouse in Houghton was surrounded by the police. McCall refused to
surrender as he ran from room-to-room opening fire on the law enforcers. Word was that he may
have died from his own gun while hiding in a cupboard.
Allan Heyl, the third gang member, escaped to carry on robbing banks in the UK. He eventually got
arrested there and served some time in prison before finishing his term behind bars in South Africa.
Heyl died of cancer in 2020.
The difference between the Simon Mann teams, the Boeremag, and the Stander Gang, was that
Pieter was a loner.
He needed to get out of hospital as soon as possible and to put his plan into reality. In his mind,
black and white in South Africa had never been more apart than they were now.
In Pieter’s mind, Nelson Mandela’s Rainbow Nation dream had been just that - a dream.
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………………………
“Sir, I never downplay my colleagues, but I say this with great respect, I think you are being lied to
by Lieutenant Erasmus,” said investigator Wayne Burgess, over the phone to Colonel Jaap Cornelius.
“I find it hard to believe that the Lieutenant doesn’t know where the girl is. I mean, she has
disappeared off the face of the earth. The Lieutenant knows more than he is letting on, I know it.”
Jaap Cornelius bit on his bottom lip before answering. He was prepared to buy the fact that Pieter
may not have known what had caused the gas explosion in the kitchen at the Vosloo Grill, but the
view of Wayne Burgess held some merit.
The cops had checked out Lindiwe’s home and found all her belongings still there. Yet the neighbours
had said that they had not seen her since the day of the blast.
Was Pieter hiding his girlfriend from the cops? Of course, South Africa was an ‘innocent until proven
guilty’ country, so Pieter could hardly be charged with anything. The last thing that Jaap wanted was
to have to arrest his friend.
“I will speak to Erasmus again, but we really don’t have much to go on here,” replied Jaap.
Jaap ended the call and stared at his mobile phone. South Africa’s law enforcers could track down
murderers, rapists, and robbers within hours, but it was close on a day since the blast at the Vosloo
Grill happened, and 19-year-old Lindiwe Buthelezi was missing in action.
He remembered a television series that he had seen many years back. It was a story of how people
travelled through time and ended up in different centuries. Could this be the case with Lindiwe?
Nee man, Cornelius, jy is besig om jou kop te verloor (no man, Cornelius, you are losing your mind).
The Colonel will never know how close his thoughts were to the truth. However, in the police world,
facts and concrete evidence always outweighed out-of-the-box thinking.
If he told any of his colleagues about that television series, they would think that he was crackers
and would probably give him some time off or send him for therapy.
Jaap was an old-school type of guy. He did not believe in psychics or fortune tellers. Lindiwe had to
be somewhere… but where…
The Colonel’s shift had ended now, and he could feel that his body was calling for a beer. It was his
daily tonic. He headed off in search of a watering hole now that the Vosloo Grill was temporarily
closed.
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Chapter 06 - A Man on a Mission
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus was a man on a mission. Now that he had calmed down, the doctors had
removed the chains that had attached his wrists to the frame of his bed in his ward at the 1 Military
Hospital in Pretoria.
This was the opportunity that Pieter needed. He removed the drop that had been attached to a vein
on his right arm and moved his body so that his feet hit the floor.
He felt a bit lightheaded because of the medication that he had been given, but otherwise he was
good to go. In grabbing a plastic bag with his clothes in it from a drawer next to his bed, he made his
way to the bathroom and changed.
Pieter was basically discharging himself, irrespective of what the doctors said.
A black nurse tried to assist him back to his bed as he stepped out of the bathroom.
“Bly weg van my af, ons gee jou n geleentheid om te stem en dan vernietig julle die hele land (stay
way from me, we give you the chance to vote and then you destroy the whole country)!” said Pieter
in a stern tone.
The nurse backed off and went down the passage to tell her superiors that the patient was
discharging himself.
There was suddenly a flurry of staff at the far end of the corridor, as Dr Kevin Naude and two other
doctors headed towards Pieter to persuade him to stay in his ward.
“Lieutenant Erasmus, you took a nasty knock to the head and we are still waiting for the results of
your tests,” said Kevin, in his early thirties, of medium build with short black hair.
“Toetse se more, ek is honderd present e nek vat die pad nou (the tests can go to hell, I am one
hundred percent, and I am leaving now)!” said Pieter in an aggressive voice.
“By law I can’t stop you from leaving, but I would really advise against it,” said Kevin.
Pieter ignored the doctor and headed past the contingent and eventually out of the main door of
the hospital. He had things to do.
He took a taxi back to the Vosloo Grill, where his Toyota Corolla was parked. His car had been there
for quite sometime now and he found a traffic fine pasted on the window of the driver’s door.
He tore the ticket from the window and crumpled it before tossing it into the gutter.
Once behind the steering wheel of his vehicle, he headed back to his apartment.
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He was about to become South Africa’s No 1 hitman. He wondered how Polish communist Janusz
Walus had felt, minutes before pulling the trigger to assassinate South African Communist Party
leader and UKkhonto we Sizwe chief of staff, Chris Hani?
Working in collaboration with Conservative Party member Clive Derby-Lewis, Walus shot Hani in the
driveway of his home in Dawn Park, Boksburg on Easter Saturday, 10 April 1993.
Walus was arrested soon afterwards after an Afrikaans female neighbour of Hani, saw the
assassination, and took down the registration number of the vehicle that the hitman fled in.
Later it would be learnt that the initial hit was due to eliminate Nelson Mandela, but because of
Hani’s militant attitude, he was a greater opponent to the whites and was pushed to No 1 on the
hitlist.
Walus, along with Derby-Lewis, who provided the gun for the hit, were both given lifetime jail terms
for their actions.
The joke in white circles was that a major withdrawal of foreign investment then took place as South
Africa was no longer the land of mile and honey (Hani).
The assassination of Hani put South Africa on the verge of civil war and only some pleading by Nelson
Mandela on SABC television, allowed for calm to be restored.
Peter Erasmus had no problem in being the next Janusz Walus but had no intention of being
apprehended.
The Lieutenant was one of the best shooters in the police with both pistol and shotgun. His weapons
were safely in the boot of his car. Of course, this was against police rules to keep his service weapons
in his private vehicle, but he was Pieter Erasmus. Many of his colleagues did the same so why
shouldn’t he?
As he parked the vehicle outside his apartment building, he noticed a street poster of an ANC
gathering on a pole about fifty metres away from him. His eyes caught sight of the face of the black
councillor on the poster.
For the next ten minutes, Pieter was a picture of focus as he went through the routine of shooting
with the shot gun. The weapon usually had a bit of a kick on it, so he needed to aim a bit lower than
the target.
With the shotgun, he could shoot up to 80 or 90 metres. That was good enough, thought Pieter.
That evening laying in bed, all Pieter could think about was his mission. Tomorrow would be his day.
If Lindiwe Snr or Lindiwe Jnr had been around, things could have been different. Until the world
returned Lindiwe Jnr to him, he would continue with his killing spree.
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Black people beware, Pieter Erasmus was on the prowl!
By 3am the following morning, Pieter was shaved and ready to run some errands. He had packed his
bag the night before as he usually did ahead of his police shifts, only this time his shift would be a
different one.
He ate a breakfast of fried eggs on toast with coffee and headed for his car. First, he parked a street
down from the apartment block near the Lilian Ngoyi Square. He noticed four security cameras in
the area, but they would not be able to pick him up from the apartment where he would shoot from.
In March 1994 the right-wing Afrikaner Weerstandsbeweging (AWB) leant their support to
Bophuthatswana President, Lucas Mangope, who was refusing for his homeland to be incorporated
into the New South Africa. With the homeland’s civil service on the brink of collapse and high-level
looting of shops taking place, the AWB moved in and opened fire on blacks as they made their
presence felt.
One AWB member described his presence there as being a part of a ‘kafferskiet piekniek’ (kaffir
shooting picnic). The local black military did not trust the AWB and refused to give them weapons.
Upon their departure from Mmabatho, some AWB members opened fire on any black person
walking on the pavement.
Members of the Bophuthatswana Defence Force returned fire and hit the driver of the last vehicle
in the AWB convoy, bringing it to a halt.
While AWB General Nicolaas Fourie and Field Cornet Jacobus Uys lay wounded on the ground next
to their vehicle, AWB Colonel Alwyn Wolfaardt pleaded for his life. He drew his pistol but was
advised by locals to not start shooting.
A Bophuthatswana police constable, Ontlametse Bernstein Menyatsoe, executed the three AWB
men at point blank range, using a R4 rifle. The constable later received amnesty for his politically
motivated actions, following his appearance at the Truth and Reconciliation Commission.
The assassinations of the AWB men were caught on camera and beamed around the world. It
basically extinguished the idea that the white minority could take up arms and stop the New South
Africa from happening.
Not for a moment, did Pieter believe that he would be wounded or killed. He believed that he could
perform some evil deeds for the good of white South Africans and get away with it.
By 8:30am, Pieter was parked in Anne Wilson Street, Pretoria, outside the gun-shop, which was
situated at the ground level of the medical centre building.
He made his way to the front security gate of the shop and noticed an Asian man behind the counter.
The man peered at Pieter and pushed the button to open the gate.
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Pieter greeted the shop owner and placed his ammunition order.
“Wow are you planning on taking out the government today?” joked the owner, when looking at
the size of the order.
Pieter did not reply. He was not in the mood for chit-chat or jokes.
The Lieutenant paid for his ammunition and left the shop, before climbing into his vehicle.
Once in the unused apartment overlooking the square, he set to work in preparing his shotgun for
action. Pieter had also been a sprinter during his school days and was quite convinced that he could
vacate the premises with his weapons if he got spotted or if things do not go according to plan.
Pieter aimed the shot gun towards the square. He noticed a black man walking with two young black
kids. The Lieutenant’s finger tightened on the trigger.
Inside the apartment stood an old television set, which Pieter had turned on. He wanted to cover
up any noise that he would make through the sound of the television.
The television set was switched on to the news channel and Pieter could not help hearing about
major challenges in the mining sector. Miners in the North West were up in arms over wages and
the mine owners were refusing to budge. Strikes were planned by the workers.
What is new, thought Pieter. Little did he know that he would be at the coalface of this in time to
come.
Then a thought went through his mind. What he would not give to be a part of a security company
that would defend the mines or other valuable sectors of South Africa. Firstly, he would be paid very
well, and secondly, he could gun down as many blacks as he liked.
Pieter sat up from his crouched position with the shot gun in his right hand.
Maybe shooting a person or two at Lilian Ngoyi Square was small fry compared to what he really
should be doing?
To enter the big bucks world of security, he needed the right contacts. These doors would open for
him, he told himself. Hearing the news broadcast about the mines was a sign of things to come.
By now the black man and the two black kids walking on the pavement below had long since passed
by. Little did they know that they had been just seconds away from instant death.
Pieter sat on a wooden chair in the apartment. This was all happening because the government were
refusing to tell him of the whereabouts of Lindiwe Jnr, he thought. He was convinced that he was
being played. A person could not simply disappear into thin air. He felt that his own colleagues were
taking him for a fool because he was dating a black girl.
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He went back to his car and carefully locked away the shotgun in the boot, with the pistol well hidden
under his blue jersey.
While driving home, Pieter heard a story on the radio news of two policemen who were murdered
while investigating a crime scene in Mamelodi, outside of Pretoria.
With one hand on the steering wheel, he took out his mobile phone and checked it for messages.
He usually got a text message if any of his colleagues had been killed or injured. Yes, there it was.
Lieutenant Andre Visser and Constable Bongani Xulu had been shot dead in an apparent ambush.
“The black bastards,” Pieter hissed under his breath.
He had known Andre Visser and believed highly in his abilities as a cop. He also knew Bongani Xulu,
but found him to be quite obnoxious, as if the world owed him a favour. Bongani was not a fan of
mixing with the white cops. He only did this when necessary because his superiors told him too.
Pieter had already decided that he would attend Andre’s funeral but not the one of Bongani.
How could he go and pay the last respects to a cop who had no motive to encourage the mix of the
New South Africa? Hang on a moment, isn’t that exactly what Pieter was doing by going back to his
own conservative roots?
What would happen if Lindiwe Jnr turned up at Pieter’s apartment today? Would he accept her and
change his ways towards the New South Africa again, or would he also call her by the derogatory Kword and plod on with his plan of mass black murders?
The way that he felt now, Pieter was more open to the latter line of thought. He had given Lindiwe
Snr and Lindiwe Jnr a chance and both had been taken from him. Whether the taker was God, the
Apartheid regime or a third force, Pieter did not quite care. All he wanted was to make a name for
himself by safeguarding his country. He wanted to make his ancestors proud.
He knew it was a large percentage of black people who believed that by praying to their ancestors,
the world would change in their favour. There was no factual evidence to prove that this form of
prayer coupled with visits to the witchdoctor, worked. Then again, what proof was there that God
existed? Who was the wise guy who sat and wrote the Bible while Jesus Christ spoke and performed
miracles?
Many blacks believed that the Bible was a white thing forced on them by the Europeans. No, man,
many black people thought. The sangoma and traditional healers was the way to go!
Pieter needed to get away from the world. He needed that life-changing phone call where someone
would say ‘leave the police and could head up my security’. It happened to other cops so surely lady
luck could make a turn to shine on him too.
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The Lieutenant had always considered Colonel Jaap Cornelius to be his friend, yet not even Jaap was
shedding any light over the whereabouts of Lindiwe. Why was he being so quiet?
Perhaps his superiors had told him to shut his mouth over Lindiwe or face the prospect of losing his
pension package when he stepped down from the police department.
Jaap was no spring chicken.
It was almost as if he had been mentoring Pieter to take his place in years to come, although with
the ANC’s Black Economic Empowerment polices, the job would almost certainly go to a black cop,
even if he did not have the experience or skills that Pieter had.
In a way, Pieter was sorry that he had not pulled the trigger earlier in the day. However, he had a
gut feel that bigger things were ahead of him. He knew that he had been put on earth for a reason.
It was now time to find out what that reason was and to implement the action plan accordingly.
General Constand Viljoen had delayed in ordering his military men to pull the trigger to topple the
de Klerk government and to take control of South Africa. Now it was too late. Was it also too late
for Pieter’s chance to express his views with ammunition for the cause of his black hatred?
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Chapter 07 - Hello, Madiba
10 May 1994 – Nelson Rolihlahla Mandela was inaugurated as the first democratically-elected
President of the Republic of South Africa.
The world rejoiced at the dawn of the New South Africa. Apartheid activists became bored as they
had nothing left to do. So, they turned their attention to the conflict between Israel and Palestine
on the West Bank.
However, the task facing Mandela’s ANC was a huge one. The National Party government had done
an awesome job in raiding the country’s coffers prior to handing over power. Yes, Mandela was the
proud president of one of the world’s leading nations in terms of bankruptcy. Borrowing
international funds was the only way forward with the financial burden to be carried by the taxpayer
for generations to come.
Mandela was wise enough to realise that to appease those South Africans who felt that the ANC-led
government simply did not have the skills or knowhow to lead the country, he created a
‘Government of National Unity’.
Thabo Mbeki, another top ANC man during the liberation struggle, was sworn in as the 1 st Deputy
President, with former President, F.W. de Klerk, as the 2nd Deputy President.
Some of the former National Party Minsters of Parliament were included in the new government.
Finance Minister Derek Keys retained his position in the all-important portfolio.
Former Foreign Affairs Minister, Pik Botha, who served in the Apartheid government from 1997 to
1994, also got a recall, but in the post of Minister of Mineral and Energy Affairs.
Mandela sat in the No 1’s office at the Union Buildings in Pretoria. Exhausted from the day’s
activities, he put his head in his hands and contemplated the New South Africa that he had so often
dreamed about.
The reality of the situation was daunting to say the least. The ANC had made major pre-election
promises which saw them through to a landslide victory to take power.
The ANC got 252 seats, the National Party collected 94 and Mangosuthu Buthelezi’s Inkatha
Freedom Party (IFP) got 43.
Trust between all three parties was at a low. The National Party had been accused of providing arms
and financial support in the early 1990s, in a bid to create an ANC vs IFP showdown in the townships.
According to Mandela, the black vs black conflicts of that era had shown just how cheap black lives
were in the eyes of the Apartheid era government.
However, now was a time to move forward.
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The President stared at a speech that he was due to read on a live television broadcast later that
evening. Even with his glasses on, he had to strain his eyes to read the document. His spokesperson
had typed it up for him with just five lines in huge type font on each page. So, the speech was about
fifty pages long.
When Mandela and his colleagues had been chipping away on the limestone on Robben Island in
their days as prisoners, the lime dust entered their eyes and caused much long-term damage.
The President, at 75 years of age, also had large hearing aids in his ears. If his eyesight was
challenged, his hearing was worse, but the hearing aids made a world of difference to him.
While the National Party had been firm allies of Israel, the ANC would stay loyal to those who
supported their cause during the Liberation Struggle.
Mandela would be on a mission to stroke the egos of the Arab Middle East countries.
Then of course, there was the Russians, who had trained many of the ANC’s military men for action
against Apartheid South Africa.
Madiba, the clan name which Mandela was known by, began to jot down the names of the people
that he would need to visit.
High up on his agenda was tea with Palestinian Liberation Organisation leader Yassar Arafat. The
new president also wrote down the name of Libyan leader Muammar al-Gaddafi. Madiba thought
highly of the latter leader of the oil rich nation, who had done so much for his people. The Western
world would have a different view of Gaddafi, dubbing him as one of the world’s leading terrorist
leaders, who sought war against Europe and the US.
In the days ahead, Mandela would make it clear to the former Apartheid government staff at the
Union Buildings and at Parliament in Cape Town, that their jobs were safe if they were prepared to
be a part of the country’s future and not be stuck loyal to the past.
There was a knock on the door of Mandela’s office, and he gave the affirmative answer for the
person to enter.
“Me President,” began one of his administration staff.
Mandela did not look up from his focus on the paper in front of him, probably because the words
‘Mr President’ were still new to him. He would get used to it in time.
“Just a reminder that you have a meeting with the security council cluster in fifteen minutes time,”
the Xhosa woman said with a smile.
Mandela cleared his throat.
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“Oh yes, of course,” he said, as he leaned over to the far side of his desk to open a file marked
‘confidential’.
How true was a ‘true democracy’? While a new South African constitution had been agreed upon
between the National Party and the ANC prior to the elections, the risk of a right wing take over plot
was real. It made sense. Until 1994, the South African military had the reputation of being one of
the best in Africa. The soldiers, mainly Afrikaners, were trained to protect volk and vaderland (white
people and the country) at all cost.
Now the Apartheid military and the ANC’s Umkhonto we Size were to become one. This should have
enhanced the country’s military. Unfortunately, it would turn out to be the opposite as many white
soldiers decided to throw in the towel. How could F.W. de Klerk expect them to salute their No 1
enemy of yesterday in Nelson Mandela?
Mandela was the eternal optimist. He even retained several of former President de Klerk’s security
men. Mandela had no fear of being assassinated. He knew that the right-wing Afrikaners may try
and oust his new government, but felt that his structure was solid enough to withstand this.
Mandela picked up another piece of paper from his desk. He was about to having a conference call
with the US President Bill Clinton. The American leader wanted to congratulate the Madiba on his
new post, but the South African No 1 had something else in mind.
On the same day that Mandela was sworn in as President, serial killer John Wayne Gacy was put to
death in the State of Illinois, by lethal injection for the murder of 33 young men and boys.
The death penalty had been put on hold in South Africa back in February 1990 and would eventually
be abolished on 6 June 1995.
Mandela was totally against the death penalty and told President Clinton as much during their chat.
Following his conversation with Clinton, the next call that Mandela would receive would be from the
British Prime Minister John Major. The Conservative Party man had his own problems back home
with an opinion poll showing a 26 percent decrease in confidence in his political party.
Mandela told him to keep his chin up and to back what he believed in. Major returned similar
sentiments to the new leader of South Africa. This was far different to the British approach of the
1980s, where Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher thought that the ANC was a terrorist organisation
looking to destabilise South Africa. She made it clear that Britain did not enter talks with terrorists.
In the twilight years of her life, she had a brain-shift and warmed to Mandela and his colleagues,
telling Madiba to slow down on his hectic travel schedule due to his age.
What Mandela needed was a guardian angel to show him the way forward. He backed his decisionmaking and his colleagues believed in him, but he was playing a high-risk game.
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Not all the African country leaders would see him as a saviour of the continent. Jealous prevailed.
Zimbabwean leader Robert Mugabe, as an example, saw himself being outshone by Madiba.
Mugabe could not understand Mandela’s approach in being so open to creating a Rainbow Nation
after the whites had imprisoned him for 27 years of his life.
Mandela subscribed to the belief that if he held any bitterness towards his former oppressor, then
he should stay in his prison cell on Robben Island. He lived according to the principle of forgiveness,
which led Pik Botha to state that a man like Mandela only comes around once every two hundred
years or so.
When Mandela had been released from prison in 1990, then-President de Klerk said on national
television that Mandela’s safety could not be taken for granted. A threat on his life could come from
the left wing as much as it could from the right.
The reference to the left wing was because some black people held the Mugabe viewpoint that
Madiba was simply too open to compromise in order to reach the outcome. In their minds, the
Afrikaner, in particular, still held too much power in terms of the economy and ownership of the
land.
This went against the Freedom Charter drawn by the Congress of the People in Kliptown, Soweto on
26 June 1955.
The people shall govern. Well at least that had been achieved with a black government now in place
to carry the interests of most black people in South Africa.
All people shall share in the country’s wealth. This dilemma would go on well into the 2000s, with
the white minority still in control of the economy.
The land shall be shared among those who work it. Again, this political hot potato was a major
stumbling block. The ANC had made a commitment to return the land to the people, but the
question of taking someone’s land or home without compensating them, and then giving it to
someone else, but a major talking point.
The land issue had to take place at speed.
However, the new government would battle with the word ‘speed’ and faced huge criticism that at
the current rate, it could take 300 to 400 years before previously disadvantaged people would finally
get their piece of property.
The man in charge was in a position of having more questions than answers. He needed that
guardian angel now more than ever, just like in the smash movie musical, Grease, where the
confused pink-haired Frenchy wanted to drop out of school to pursue a career as a beautician. Her
guardian angel, played by Frankie Avalon, sang her way to make her rethink and finish her schooling
first.

https://Eric.Blue/

48

That brought Mandela to the point on education. Under Apartheid rule, there were different
systems for white, black, coloured and Asian schools. Of course, the white schools and the white
school certificate, were superior to the rest back then. The only way for a black kid to get the same
level matric certificate as a white pupil, was to for the child of colour to be sent to a private school,
as these doors were open to all races. However, the private school fees were astronomical compared
to the racially segregated government school fees.
Mandela had studied much on his own in his prison cell and was a great advocate of the view that
‘knowledge is power’.
He knew that first world countries were built on knowledge. He needed to change the mindsets of
the white people. It would be easier with the younger generation, but the fear was that they would
be negatively influenced from a racial perspective, by their parents and other old South Africa
thinkers.
Nelson Mandela picked up the handset of his office telephone and asked one of his staff to bring
him a glass of sugar water. It had been a long day and he needed to upgrade his energy levels.
Then he heard a voice giving him the inspiration that he so dearly needed.
You can do this, Madiba. The road ahead is a long one but South Africa will develop into a prosperous
country for all
The President looked around the office. He was the only person in the room. Was he losing his mind
or perhaps was tiredness creeping in? Was the old man losing the plot?
Don’t look around for a voice, Madiba, just follow your instincts and my advice. I will guide you!
A lawyer by profession prior to his arrest by the Apartheid cops, Mandela was a man who based his
life on fact and optimism. However, how could he believe a voice that was coming from nowhere?
He listened again, but the voice went silent. Perhaps the person in the spirit did not want to frighten
him or maybe he had enough excitement for one day.
When the staff member brought him his sugar water, he asked if the security team had checked his
office for any form of bugging systems.
“Yes, sir, they did, and they said that your office is clean,” said a Sotho man in his early thirties.
“In fact, the security team were quite complimentary over the manner in which former President de
Klerk left the office.”
That made sense as Mandela was sure that de Klerk would have hidden each skeleton that the
Apartheid government had prior to his departure for the 2nd Vice President’s office down the
corridor.
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“Would you like me to ask the security team to do a re-check of your office?” asked the staffer.
Mandela shook his head.
“No thank you, that won’t be necessary,” replied the President.
“Please let me know when the security cluster team are seated in the meeting room.”
“Yes, sir,” said the staffer, who left the office and shut the door behind him.
How could he ask the security team to do a re-check of his office? On what basis?
If he told them that he was hearing voices, they would probably think that he was going mad and
needed early retirement even thought this was only his first day on the job.
Focus, Mandela, focus, he told himself.
Another of Mandela’s early tasks was to change the retirement age of workers from 65 to 60 years.
He could foresee major arguments coming between white and black workers in the corporate sector.
The whites would say that the blacks were not cut out to hold office jobs and were simply meant to
work the fields due to the dark colour of their skin. That is the way that God wanted it to be, many
whites would believe.
Of course, this wasn’t true, but many white people could just not foresee themselves submitting to
a black President. To them the country, would go one way – down!
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Chapter 08 - The Dawn Off a Democracy
Madiba, you and only you, can take South Africa forward. Those who know you well will understand.
Those who query your principles, will think the ANC is on the wrong path. However, follow your
conscience.
Nelson Mandela was beginning to like this little voice inside of his mind. He was not sure where the
voice was coming from or who it belonged too, but it seemed spot on as far as his own views and
decision-making was concerned.
The President looked at his wristwatch and stood up from his desk. Bang on time, there was a knock
on his office door. Upon entering, a staff member told him that the security cluster were seated in
a meeting room, waiting on his presence for the meeting to start.
“Honourable gentlemen today is a pivotal moment in the history of South Africa,” said Madiba, as
he began the meeting, with twenty people in the room.
“I am fully aware that our new democracy will be under major threat, potentially from those on the
left who feel that we, the ANC, were being too lenient in our negotiations with the National Party,
then those the right-wing Afrikaner who could try and depose our new government and any time.”
“My view is to continue business as normal,” he went on.
“We cannot worry about what might be or might not be. In time we will upgrade our country’s
military resources to safeguard our people against any form of resistance or attack.”
Former Umkhonto we Size hardliner, Joe Modise, now Defence Minister of South Africa, listened
with intent. He knew about the potential upgrade of military arsenal, although with Mandela being
the flavour of the month on the continent, he could not imagine a foreign invasion.
“I tell you today, that this democracy that we fought so hard for, shall prevail,” continued Mandela.
“Never, never and never again, shall it be that this beautiful land will again experience the
oppression of one by another.”
Mandela’s words received a rousing response in the room.
Upon finishing his speech, Mandela sat down and opened the floor for opinions.
Joe Modise coughed and rose from his chair.
“Honourable President, we have been reliably informed of a right-wing plot that is aimed at
destabilising the country,” said Modise, dressed in a black suit.
“This is not a coup d etat attempt but rather a plan to create chaos at several points in communities
where our black majority are situated.”
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Modise went on to refer to the potential bombing of power stations, taxi ranks and even public
gatherings such as church events, in the townships.
“The Afrikaner feels that his land and rights are being taken away and they only know one way which
to counter the situation,” explained Modise.
“I suggest that once and for all, we stem the tide by deploying our military to the streets to show
just who is running this country.”
This wave shall come to nothing, Madiba.
Mandela backed the voice and was having none of Modise’s point that the military should take to
the streets to ensure law and order.
“Honourable Defence Minister, Modise, I do not believe that we have reached the point of anarchy
as yet,” said the ever-diplomatic Madiba.
“I believe that our police is strong enough to ensure that the law will be run accordingly. To jump to
the conclusion that the military need to be actioned to safeguard our townships, is like saying that
we are returning to the Apartheid era State of Emergency that we have just come out of.”
Modise didn’t look impressed. He felt that Mandela was not seeing the seriousness of the situation.
Perhaps the President would understand after several black lives were lost due to government’s
sluggishness to act.
Several members in the room felt that Mandela was showing his true colours. Clearly, he had been
tamed in prison by the Afrikaner. He wasn’t the liberation leader that they once knew, they thought.
The threat shall come to nothing and no lives shall be lost. Keep with your vision.
Mandela was liking the inner voice more and more. It hadn’t let him down yet, but these were early
days.
The President was no fool. He was slowly putting the pieces together and was realising the identity
of the voice. That girl that had saved his life from an assassin’s bullet while he was in prison on
Robben Island!
Madiba began to stretch his brain in a bid to get to Lindiwe’s name. Lerato, Lesego…no that was not
it.
Come on, Madiba, think, he told himself.
He had no idea where the girl was these days except for being inside his head, but he remembered
having a lot of time for her.
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The girl had been extremely mature for her age. She was all that Madiba wanted to see in a child of
the New South Africa. He remembered her being in the company of a cop.
Yes, he had no doubt that the voice inside his head belonged to that girl. Clearly, even though he
had been a prisoner when he met her, he had left a lasting impression.
Mandela had fought the good fight for people like the girl. He wanted her to have all the
opportunities that had previously only been available to a white person due to South Africa’s racist
past.
It was that type of girl who needed to be saved from the country being destabilised by the left or
right wing.
A security cluster member raised his hand and was given permission to speak.
“Honourable President, do you not in anyway feel that your life could be threatened if drastic action
is not taken at this point?”
Mandela was starting to lose his cool. It had been a long, joyful day at the inauguration, and he did
not enjoy the line of questioning being put to him by his own people.
“Sir, I survived 27 years in an Apartheid prison without human rights,” began Madiba.
“Now that I am a free man, I believe in working with all people to take our country forward. As I
mentioned, I believe that our intelligence agency and police will be able to handle any mischievous
person or persons who plan on bringing this beautiful country to its knees. I am prepared to die for
the democracy of this country.”
Mandela spoke with such vigour that nobody else around the boardroom table, dared put their hand
up in support of the dangers that may lurk.
The meeting ended and Mandela went back to his office, followed by Joe Modise.
Once the door was closed, Mandela was his Defence Minister if he had any information of an ANC
plot to remove him.
“Madiba, that will never happen,” said Modise, who was still in shock at the question.
“Joe, right now, I feel more respected by the former enemy than I do by some of our own people,”
uttered Mandela.
“We are going to Parliament to serve our people, not serve our own agendas.”
Modise nodded and bid the President farewell.
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Mandela’s fears were not far off the mark. In April 1998, South African National Defence Force
General George Meiring handed a dossier of information to the President.
In the document were the names of alleged coup plotters in Robert McBride, Winnie MadikizelaMandela, Bantu Holomisa, and Meiring’s potential successor in Lieutenant Siphiwe Nyanda.
However, following investigation, the report was found to be false and quite possible a form of
propaganda from the old government. As a result, Meiring resigned as General amid rumours that
Mandela was on the brink of sacking him.
Mandela peered out of the window and some thousands of ANC supporters waving their party flag.
They seemed to have more pride in him that some senior party members, he thought.
Fear not, Madiba, you are on the right path.
There was another knock on his office door.
“Mr Mandela, I have former President P.W. Botha on the line to congratulate you,” said an
administration staff member.
Eish. While Madiba appreciated the sentiment of the former President, he did not enjoy speaking to
the man known as ‘Die Groot Krokodil’ (the Big Crocodile), due to his aggressive speech.
The story went that when Botha was in power, he used to post a South African Navy officer outside
his office door. Known for his short temper, Botha often got into shouting matches with visitors in
his office and it was the task of the man in the navy uniform to intervene and to escort the visitor
out.
Of course, Mandela’s personality was very different from that of Botha. Madiba believed in
democracy and was open to hearing the other person’s side of the story, while Botha was a
domineering sort. Botha, no relation to namesake Pik Botha, was a ‘my way or no way’ type of guy.
Eventually, Mandela decided to take the call from the former President.
“I congratulate you, Mr Mandela, and just wish that you had accepted my offer regarding talks in
the mid-1980s,” said Botha.
Madiba shook with rage. It was the very same Botha who had offered Mandela early retirement to
the Transkei homeland on condition that he renounce violence against the state. As Madiba would
say, only a coward would accept that offer.
Do not worry about the past, worry about the future.
“Mr Botha, I thank you for your call,” said Mandela.
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“I just hope that you can control the black masses as from experience, I can tell you that it was not
an easy task,” muttered Botha.
That was quite enough for the new President, who told Botha that he had other engagements to
attend to and bid him farewell.
Do not let other derail you from your vision. Your family and friends believe in you. Your presidential
term will be a tough road to travel, but you will reach your destination.
Mandela began to speak aloud.
“Young lady, I can’t remember your name, but I want you to know what a great impression you left
on me,” he said.
“You are the blueprint of a South African citizen.”
As he finished talking his office door flung open. He had not heard the knock due to his speech.
“Talking to yourself, Madiba?” asked newly inaugurated 1st Vice President Thabo Mbeki.
“Thabo, I have seen the future in terms of the youth that we will be delivering, and I can tell you that
the next generations of leadership will be even more vibrant than us,” said Mandela to his righthand man.
You can trust Thabo Mbeki although his presidency would be one filled with controversy.
Mandela had no reason to doubt the voice in his head as it had not given him false information to
date.
“You and I know that the President’s post is a tough one,” said Madiba, as he sat at his desk with
Mbeki seated on the other side.
“We have many friends abroad who supported the ANC’s call for sanctions against Apartheid South
Africa and those same ones are now lifting embargoes based on our advice.”
“However, our most feared opponents, could well be internal,” went on Mandela.
Mbeki nodded, as he chewed on his customary pipe.
“I heard that your security cluster meeting was quite lively,” said the Deputy President.
Mandela nodded slowly.
“It is our own people who can make or break this democracy,” replied the President.
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“Thabo, we all know about your view on it being best to open the door from the inside, rather than
continued opposition, but I fear that it is some of our inside people who can’t be trusted to the full.
Either this or they simply are not as advanced in thinking as we are.”
Mandela thought about the assassination of South African Communist Party leader Chris Hani back
in 1993. Hani was an outstanding leader. The only problem that the ANC head with him was that
neither the party President Oliver Tambo, not Mandela could get through to him. Hani was a law
unto himself, so caught up in the battle against Apartheid that he often actions first, rather than rethinking situations.
Then there was Mbeki, who thought things through hundreds of times from all angles before making
a move.
Two men with the same goal but different approaches.
Your leaders will respect you and stay loyal to the cause.
How happy was Mandela to hear the inner voice telling him this? If there was one thing that the
President could not stand, it was disloyalty.
The ANC had been built on the principle of loyalty. As an example, Mandela could have sold out to
the Apartheid government many years ago, but he stayed loyal to the cause. If he sold out, the New
South Africa would never have happened, or at best, would have taken many more years to happen.
You will be criticised for being so close to the Afrikaner, but let common sense prevail.
Mandela was about to come in for major flack in allowing the Afrikaner to retain the Springbok
emblem for the national rugby team. Many black people would see it as giving in to white South
Africa, in which rugby (the white version of it) was seen to be a sign of white superiority, muscle and
power over anyone else.
Back the Bokke.
Mandela did not care. He would stand back to nobody. He was on a mission to build peace and
harmony, not racial divides in a new dispensation.
After Mbeki left his office, Mandela began to talk aloud to himself again.
“Young lady, I need your guidance,” he said.
“We need to get the new South Africa off on the right footing. Tell me more about the future. Tell
me of the dragons waiting to devour me. Tell me all that I need to know.”
I will guide your heart and mind, Madiba. I am doing this in the interest of many generations to come.
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Mandela gulped. He had found his spiritual soulmate. He had a bouncing board for his ideas. His
guardian angel had arrived to keep him and South Africa on the path to success!
“Tell me how 1994 to 2010 will work out for our beloved country,” requested Mandela.
Ah, Madiba, get yourself a cup of coffee. The story is a drama unlike anything seen on television.
Mandela smiled. For the first time since the inauguration, his face broke out into happiness. He had
only been in the President’s office for an afternoon, and the challenges were already queuing up.
However, to Nelson Mandela, no challenge was unsurmountable. South Africa was a beautiful
country with beautiful people. History would show that. Mandela never thought of himself as an
icon in global terms, even though the world did.
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Chapter 09 - Reality Kicks In
11 May 1994 - Nelson Mandela was in a very fortunate position in terms of foresight. Although he
would not know for sure, he had three spirits guiding him as President.
Firstly, there was his own conscience and what a sound legal and leadership mind he had. Despite
what others may have believed, the Apartheid regime had not been able to soften him during his
twenty-seven years of jailtime. If anything, the prison sentence had only made him mentally
stronger.
Then there was the spirit of Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr, who had lived the road from 1994 to 2010 ahead
of the President. She would be able to guide him in terms of the future.
Somehow, somewhere, sometime in time travel, Lindiwe Jnr’s spirit had combined with that of her
mother, Lindiwe Snr, who had died while giving birth to her. The positive side of this was that Lindiwe
Snr had a good understanding of the pre-1994 era and the harsh realities of Apartheid, while
Mandela was locked up on Robben Island.
Mandela sat at his desk at the Union Buildings. The country’s challenges were huge for a man of his
age, but he was up to the task. He had seen the ANC through tough constitutional talks with the
National Party to bring about a new constitution and was the only candidate for the No 1 job. His
choice for the 1st Vice President’s post had been a thorny one, with both Thabo Mbeki and Cyril
Ramaphosa having been in the running. Neither Mbeki nor Ramaphosa were known to be fans of
each other, to say the least. So, to keep them apart, Mandela gave the Vice President’s nod to Mbeki,
while Ramaphosa was sent into the business world to transformation this sector. Many would later
say that Ramaphosa did not transform the market, but only transformed himself, as he went on to
become a billionaire businessman in his own right.
Mandela would eventually finish his term of office, but his successor, Mbeki, was not as lucky, as the
ANC executive recalled him on 24 September 2008, after he had allegedly interfered in the Nicholson
investigation into then-Vice President Jacob Zuma over corruption.
Zuma went on to replace Mbeki and had a turbulent time in office marred with corruption, rape and
other charges worthy of a soap opera rather than a President, before eventually being recalled by
the ANC executive and replaced by Vice President, Ramaphosa.
Mandela tapped his pen on the front part of his desk as he read through a rather disturbing report
about the chaos breaking out in the South Africa’s northern neighbouring country, Zimbabwe.
The land distribution issue, which would come back to haunt South Africa in the future, saw
Zimbabwe’s white population of 0.6 percent, controlling 70 percent of the country’s land.
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The country was on the slide after gaining independence from Britain in 1980s, with Canaan Banana
installed as President and Robert Mugabe as Prime Minister, but it was the tobacco farmers which
kept the economy healthy.
Now these farmers and many others were under threat of having their land taken away from them,
not by pay-outs, but by force.
The new South African constitution is stronger than the Zimbabwean constitution and land grabs
and land violence will not happen in South Africa if the leaders of the country stay strong.
‘If the leaders of the country stay strong’. Those were the key words running through Mandela’s
head as put there by the inner voice of a woman.
Mandela paged over in the report and found a request from the Movement for Democratic Change
President, Morgan Tsvangirai, who was requesting to meet with him.
Tsvangirai’s party, better known by the abbreviation of MDC, was the official opposition to Mugabe’s
Zimbabwe African National Union (ZANU), which had swallowed up their previous opponents,
Zimbabwe African People’s Union (ZAPU), which had been led by Joshua Nkomo.
Mandela was no fool and fully realised that the land distribution issue was a side show to the real
problems going on in Zimbabwe.
People were dying in genocide-style as Mugabe’s Shona tribe followers, clashed with the Ndebele
people of Senior Vice President Nkomo. Many of his supporters blamed Nkomo for allowing ZAPU
to merge with ZANU in 1976, thus leaving them even more vulnerable.
The result would be Mugabe showing his muscle and Nkomo allegedly fleeing for his life over the
Zimbabwean border dressed as a woman in 1999. With Nkomo out of the picture, Mugabe’s military
force set to work, and the Ndebele’s took huge casualties.
As a result of the human rights abuses in Zimbabwe, thousands of their citizens charged over the
border into South Africa looking for a better life.
“I am seeing so many similarities between the goings-on in Zimbabwe and what previously
happened in South Africa, except that the Zimbabwean Ndebele people are being oppressed by
those of their own skin colour,” muttered Mandela.
Yes, and the worst is still to come.
With the foresight of Lindiwe Jnr, Mandela had an inkling that if Mugabe was in power, the country
could be in for a rough ride.
From his office in Harare, Mugabe had basically told the western countries to ‘go and hang’. He did
not enjoy their comments in the media with regard to the state of affairs in his country. Mugabe
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was quick to play the race card and accurate facts presented by Britain or other European countries,
were deemed to be racist.
Through his sources, Mandela was also fully aware that Mugabe did not hold him in high regard.
Mugabe felt that while he fought in the Bush war for the fall of the British run Rhodesia (now
Zimbabwe), Mandela sat on his backside in a prison cell on Robben Island.
Yet, upon his release, it was Mandela who was revered globally, rather than Mugabe.
Mandela picked up the phone on his desk and dialled the office number of his second in command.
“Thabo, yes, I have an important task for you,” said Mandela, as he cleared his throat.
As usual, Mbeki was up to date on the matter even before the President updated him. That was
Thabo Mbeki, a step ahead all the time.
Mugabe will agree to all that Mbeki has to say and then do his own agenda once the South African
Vice President has left the meeting.
Mugabe had a mind and will of his own.
What the inner voice had told Mandela would be exactly what would happen. Mugabe was hardly
going to let South Africa tell him how to run his country. Especially not by a party that had enjoyed
tea with the Afrikaner in Pretoria.
In time, Zimbabwe will need South Africa, but unfortunately, the damage will be quite severe.
“Thabo, I am not sure how you will make Mugabe see the damage that his regime is causing, but we
cannot take a chance in-case the chaos leads to conflict over the border and into our country,”
explained Mandela to his deputy.
Seated at his office desk, Mbeki inhaled deeply from his pipe.
“Madiba, I will do my best, I will take Foreign Affairs Minister Alfred Nzo with me to the meeting,”
commented Mbeki.
“Yes, Thabo, that is fine, but Mugabe needs to understand that millions of his people are suffering
due to the internal politics in Zimbabwe,” said Mandela.
“This needs to stop.”
Mbeki agreed. He had been one of the ANC’s leading negotiators in terms of the first talks with a
group of leading Afrikaner businessmen, previously a part of a group known as members of the
Broederbond Afrikaner brain-trust movement, in London in 1990.
This was a pivotal moment on the eve of Mandela’s release from prison.
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One of Mbeki’s biggest successes was the curbing of the Mike Gatting rebel cricket tour to South
Africa. With the ANC on a mission to ensure that Mandela was released into a state of peace, the
rebel cricket tour under the auspices of the white-run South African Cricket Union, had to be
curtailed. Black protestors at the cricket grounds were met by Apartheid police and the scene was
set for something like Zimbabwe of the mid to late 1990s. it was simple. Those who controlled the
gun, controlled the game.
Yes, Mbeki was the man. Respected by many, even if frowned on by the Zimbabwean President.
Mbeki was a believer of ‘opening the door from the inside’ rather than trying to force it open. By
engaging with the South African Apartheid government, a way forward had been mapped. He
needed to get this principle into the mind of the great dictator, Mugabe.
Mbeki is the right man to send, it’s just that Mugabe is very stubborn.
The words of the inner voice confirmed Mandela’s thoughts.
Mandela was no stranger to breaking down stubborn men. Former Presidents P.W. Botha and F.W.
de Klerk and his sidekicks in the old Apartheid government were not the easiest of characters to
have talks with.
Like Mugabe, Mandela was of the view that each one of these men made decisions to meet their
political agenda rather than the bigger picture.
Madiba, you need to understand that a lot of African leaders will be jealous of what you have
achieved by forming the Rainbow Nation.
Mandela smiled. His vision was fixed on creating a South Africa for all race groups rather than a black
takeover, which many of his colleagues had suggested to him to do.
The feared genocide of the whites by the blacks was the main reason why the militant Chris Hani
has been assassinated. His militant style was simply too much for some whites.
Mandela did not want to go that route, not that he feared of being on the receiving end of a bullet
himself, but it was not his way of doing business.
South Africans had much to look forward too. The South African planes could now land in almost
any country in the world. Goods could be exported worldwide now that international sanctions had
been lifted.
South Africa would host the 1995 Rugby World Cup and the 1996 African Cup of Nations (both would
eventually be won by the host nation). The Madiba jive was known worldwide. Many now
understood that this humble man was not the terrorist that the Apartheid regime made him out to
be.
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The right wing would think differently. The stubborn Afrikaners were not sold on sharing their
country with a political party that worked in alliance with the South African Communist Party. The
ANC were just that in the minds of the right wing – communists. Something needed to be done about
it.
Be careful of stating publicly of your relationship with the South African Communist Party, Madiba.
It will be used as a weapon against you.
Mandela nodded his head in agreement.
He knew about that not all of his so-called allies, were happy to see him become President. Mbeki
was not that popular internally either. Some deemed him to be like Mandela and too open to
compromises.
Perhaps Mandela had missed a trick by not manoeuvring Cyril Ramaphosa, who founded the black
mine workers union in 1982, in as 1st Vice President. Hani would have been a strong contender too
if the right wing had not eliminated him.
Rest assured, you will complete your term of office, Madiba, but then you will step aside and handle
less stressful chores in the twilight of your political career.
“Some days I just wish I was still locked up in my cell on Robben Island,” muttered Mandela.
Do not think of things that way, Madiba. You have an inner voice to guide you. It is an inner voice
that has seen the future and knows the challenges and successes ahead. Be guided by your logic too.
Mandela has no intention of telling anyone about his mysterious inner voice. It would be his secret.
He had to wonder if past and future Presidents of South Africa would also have inner voices to guide
them.
Were P.W. Botha guided by the inner voice of the late D.F. Malan and Hendrik Verwoerd, seen by
many as the architects of Apartheid?
It was as if the inner voice had read his mind.
Be assured, Madiba, I only have the interest of the New South Africa at heart. It is time to move
forward. Those who do not want too, will be left behind.
Mandela nodded in agreement of what he had just heard. He had no time to waste on those who
were hesitant on moving forward, whether they were from within his party or outsiders.
There was some serious work to be done. Money needed to be found to cash flow the country, since
his party had inherited an all-but bankrupt South Africa from the outgoing Apartheid regime. The
coffers had been raided and there was simply not enough cash for South Africa to function
effectively.
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Many of the Afrikaners would smile to his face but secretly they were waiting for South Africa to go
down the drain under a black government. Very few of the other African countries had made a
success of life for their people since the end of colonialism. Mandela was on a mission to prove that
South Africa would be different to the rest. If it put him in an early grave then so be it, but he had to
fly the flag for his people, to show that when all work together, amazing results can be achieved.
Someone knocked on Mandela’s office door, and upon his command, an administration staff
member entered.
“Sir, former President de Klerk, would like to have ten minutes of your time,” said the tall, black lady.
“You mean 2nd Vice President de Klerk,” responded Mandela.
The woman, in her late thirties, shook her head.
“Sir, I find it difficult to call him by his title after what he did to our people under the old regime,”
quipped the lady.
“Forgiveness is the key to taking South Africa forward,” explained Mandela.
“If we cannot forgive and move on, then we don’t have a future.”
The woman nodded.
“Yes, sir, I understand, but it is not that easy to do,” she said.
“Nothing in life is easy to do until you try,” replied Mandela, as he stood up from his desk.
“We all have to try and live peacefully together. The future is in our hearts and minds rather than in
the past. Please inform 2nd Vice President de Klerk that I will meet with him in three hours’ time, as
I have a security meeting to attend.”
“Yes, of course, sir,” said the woman, as she backtracked and left the President’s office.
Mandela understood that it would take time for some old wounds to heal, but if he could make the
effort to forgive, then others should too.
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Chapter 10 - Protecting the President
“With all due respect, Madiba, I don’t think that you are understanding how serious this Afrikaner
right wing plot is, not only to your life but to the people of our country,” said Defence Minister Joe
Modise sternly.
“The Intelligence reports show that an Afrikaner splinter group is planning to bomb black hotspots
such as taxi ranks and power stations near townships. This is apart from them having you down as
the No 1 target for assassination.”
Mandela looked at the faces of the twenty men seated around the boardroom table. None seemed
set to call the Defence Minister to order, but all seemed keen to rather back him.
“Madiba, we need to put the army on to the street and to prove a point to the former oppressor
that there is a new regime in charge which has the interest of all people, most notably the black
majority, at heart,” went on Modise.
Mandela’s face started to tense up. Thabo Mbeki, seated to Mandela’s right, had seen this situation
so many times before, but he always admired the President’s ability not to lose his cool.
“Joe, you are aware that we cannot stereotype and paint all Afrikaners with the same brush?” asked
Mandela rhetorically.
“If you understand that, then you will know that by deploying the army on to the streets will be a
sign of the early weakness of this new government in the eyes of the opposition.”
“Yes, Madiba but…” chipped in Modise.
“Joe, we need to stay on course with the same strategies that got us to this point,” said the
President.
“We need to continue working with the Intelligence unit to identify the safehouses where the right
wingers are operating from. Then we raid them to stop their progress.”
“What if we are too late to stop some of their bombings?” asked a frustrated Modise.
“Our Intelligence unit and ground military are well trained to handle such matters, so we should be
able to get to right wingers before they cause damage, unless of course you have no confidence in
some of your fellow colleagues?” commented Mandela, with his eyes firmly focused on his Minister
of Defence.
“No, sir, I have full confidence in my colleagues all of the time,” replied Modise.
“Then it is settled, lets make an all-out effort to find the plotters,” closed off Mandela.
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You did the right thing, Madiba. Putting the army on to the streets would look like a victory to the
former oppressor.
“Thank you,” said Mandela to the inner voice, with those around the table not sure who their leader
was talking too.
Modise folded his arms realising that he was not going to win this boardroom battle.
Three seats to the President’s right, Cadre Douglas Mtlala raise his hand. The short, stocky built
fellow was a part of the Intelligence unit.
“President, I can tell you that to the best of our knowledge, the plot is not linked to the former
Apartheid government,” he said.
“It seems to be a bunch of random Afrikaner right wingers who are on a mission to create chaos at
any cost.”
Mandela nodded. He expected some Afrikaner crackpots to try and derail law and order.
“Keep working on finding their safehouse,” Mandela reiterated.
The President pointed at a glass in front of him and Vice President Mbeki assisted in pouring a glass
of water for the leader.
“Gentlemen,” began Mandela, after taking in a sip of water.
“It is your job to keep this country and our people safe, but we cannot go in guns blazing like in the
old days. We are now leaders in a new dispensation. Every mistake that is made, weakens the Rand
and we need to be careful as to what decisions we take.”
Modise sat staring at the boardroom table. It seemed that those who promised to support his cause
of getting the army on to the streets, had now shifted to agreeing with Mandela.
“We need to place our focus on transforming all sectors of South African society, most notably the
army and the police,” went on the President.
“However, this does not mean that the white men and women must be side-lined, as they have
much skill and expertise to offer to our new order.”
Some members around the table agreed while others moaned. The ANC had fought a good battle
with the National Party eventually agreeing to a New South Africa. Now, Mandela was giving it all
back to the former enemy, so it seemed.
“We need to set a long-term vision plan for our country,” continued Mandela.
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“Since independence, many African countries have failed their people and we cannot and will not
go that route.”
Some members clapped hands in support of what their leader was saying.
“We need to prove to the world and our people that a black government can succeed,” added
Mandela.
“Failure is not an option.”
Madiba, the right-wing coup plot will be foiled. The plotters will be located at a safehouse, but not
before setting off some bombs in Soweto.
“Will lives be lost?” asked Mandela, and again, his utterance got some strange looks around the
table.
Was the old man going crazy?
I am afraid some lives will be lost, but not yours.
Mandela thought carefully. One life lost was one too many regardless of race or creed, he thought.
South Africa was a reasonably safe country from an international warfare perspective. The
continent’s most southern nation did not have any major enemies now that the ANC was in
command. In-fact they were the talk of the town.
If the world wanted anything from South Africa it was the country’s famous gold.
“How safe is our gold?” asked Mandela to his inner voice.
This time there was no reply.
The President looked glum. What was going on? Had his guardian angel left his spirit? Was the inner
voice on a late lunch break?
Eventually, the voice spoke.
The gold is safe, Madiba. However, millions of South Africans will be waiting for your mistakes.
What was also safe, unfortunately, for Mandela, was South Africa’s foreign debt from the Apartheid
era, which the new government inherited at US$25 billion.
To run the country, Mandela had already signed a loan of US$850 million. His decision to appoint
ex-Apartheid era Finance Minister Derek Keys and Reserve Bank governor Chris Stals, also brought
about some frowns from those who had just got into power.
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Many in his own party whispered that Mandela was a superb liberation struggle leader, but an
inconsistent President. He was blamed for being ‘in bed’ with the Afrikaner nationalist and white
corporate business.
They (your detractors) do not understand the difficult position that you are in, in terms of cashflowing South Africa’s new democracy, Madiba.
Mandela was fully aware of the drama around the assassination of Chris Hani. Public speculation
was rife that Hani was on the brink of spilling the beans about how Joe Modise had enriched himself
through the Arms Deal. A few bullets from the pistol held by Polish anti-communist Janusz Walus
silenced the South African Communist Party (SACP) leader.
You are safe, Madiba. God is with you.
Very little had been known about Mandela’s religious beliefs and of course, his ties with the SACP
through the ANC liberation struggle alliance, left many to wonder if the President was a believer of
the Holy Book or not.
Your religious views are not for anyone to know but yourself, Madiba.
“I am safe as long as I have your guidance in my head,” muttered the President.
“Excuse me, sir,” said a security cluster man seated four to the left of Mandela, who had heard the
President utter something.
Mandela cleared his throat.
“No, its is alright,” said Mandela, as he straightened his tie.
The tie was a major issue for Mandela. He was used to wearing one in the days of being a lawyer
prior to his arrest in 1962.
Then on that all-important date of 11 February 1990 when he was due to be released from prison,
he suddenly realised that he had forgotten how to make the knot of a tie.
Mandela was quite impressed with what this inner voice knew about his tenure up until 2010.
What was even more impressive was that his gut feel on decisions was aligned with what the inner
voice told him.
He was pretty sure that Robert Mugabe did not have an inner voice advising him, otherwise
Zimbabwe would not be in the predicament that it was.
Mandela excused himself from the meeting and headed out of the boardroom, followed by Thabo
Mbeki.
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“Thabo, was I right in the way in which I handled Joe Modise?” asked the President, who was always
keen on hearing the opinion of his deputy.
“Madiba, you were correct, we cannot deploy the army based on a risk such as a few right wingers,”
explained Mbeki.
“It will be a victory to the opposition, whoever they might be.”
Mandela nodded. Mbeki and the inner voice were basically on the same page too.
“You need to continue with your course of befriending the Afrikaner rather than antagonising them,”
went on Mbeki.
“This country has huge potential for all who live in it.”
Mandela was sure that wherever the inner voice was, he or she was smiling at Mbeki’s views.
Of course, the Boeremag right wing threat was real. There were many Afrikaner groups calling for
their own republic within South Africa, but Mandela turned a deaf ear to them.
South Africa would not be divided into republics again, like it had been in the days of the Afrikaner
Voortrekkers in the 1800s.
The President was in enough trouble for allowing the Afrikaner town of Orania to continue. Situated
on the R369 road between Pretoria and Cape Town, the town was a typical example of ‘time
marched on and Orania stood still’.
The town had a population of 892 people of which 97.2% members were white. The people living
there are on a mission to retain the Afrikaner language and culture.
Betsie Verwoerd, widow of former Prime Minister Hendrik Verwoerd, lived there until her death in
2000.
Orania was another of Mandela’s concessions to the Afrikaner. His biggest challenge would be when
allowing the South African rugby team to remain with the Springbok logo, which was seen by many
on the left wing, as a sign of Afrikaner superiority and strength.
To Mandela, allowing the Springbok emblem to remain was another ‘olive branch’ compromise to
the Afrikaner. Many of his own would not see it that way, particularly after the many anti-Apartheid
activists protested the Springboks, most notably Wynand Claassen’s rugby team’s tour of New
Zealand in 1981. It was on this tour that protestors went as far as to drop flour bombs form a plane
to try and stop the rugby test match at Eden Park, Auckland. For the record, New Zealand won the
series decider 25-22, courtesy of a hotly disputed penalty kick deep into injury time in the second
half.
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Mandela shook his head as he considered the long road that the ANC had travelled to get to this
point of a new democracy. He was certainly not going to let some power-hungry right wingers
disrupt everything.
Trust your resources, Madiba.
Yes, that was correct, he thought. Just as he had told Joe Modise in the meeting, he needed to
believe in his Intelligence and police to find the culprits and to let justice take its course.
The ANC nowadays had full control of all forms of military in the country, but he was fully aware that
there were many ex-soldiers and cops of the Apartheid era, who had the skill and quite possibly, the
resources to descend certain parts of society (and most notably black areas) into a state of chaos.
What many white people did not understand was that the ANC military men, who were now being
incorporated into the country’s defence force and police, were well trained men and women. Many
had been trained in Russia and other countries who supported the anti-Apartheid cause.
Mandela felt that the country was in safe hands. Back in his office, he was soon joined by second
Vice president F.W. de Klerk.
Just days into the New South Africa, the problems were mounting up. De Klerk, who had saved his
country from a potential racial civil war by closing the book on Apartheid, was miffed in that his
National Party were being excluded from key government decision-making.
“Mr de Klerk, I am sure that you understand the difficult position I am in based on the past history
of our country, which is something that our people cannot simply just forget,” began Mandela,
seated at his desk, with his second Vice President opposite him.
“I do, Mr Mandela, but right now, my party feels that the ANC is not at all open to making use of our
years of governing and our say is falling on deaf ears,” said de Klerk.
“I am sorry you and your party feel that way,” muttered Mandela, who was feeling the effects of a
long week even though it was only his second day in the Union Buildings.
“We will need to reach some compromises in order for this to work,” commented the former
President.
Mandela shook his head.
“The days of compromises ended at the drafting of the new constitution for our country, Mr de
Klerk. Now it is time to get down to work.”
The ANC’s firm stance on their relationship with the National Party would eventually lead to a
breaking point where de Klerk’s team would withdraw from the Government of National Unity
(GNU) in August 1996, to become the official opposition party.
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Having led his party out of the GNU, de Klerk said: “continued participation in the GNU was
equivalent to a death sentence for even the broadest and mildest concept of Government based on
consensus. Continued participation would be equivalent to detention on a kind of political death
row. The survival of multi-party democracy, which depends on the existence of a strong and credible
opposition, was being threatened by our continued participation in the GNU”.
The Nationalists would take things further and dig in their heels by refusing to continue testifying at
the Truth and Reconciliation Commission, citing political bias against their members.
To power share with the National Party was always going to be difficult, Madiba. What will be, will
be.
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Chapter 11 - Goodbye, Mandela
Wish me luck as I wave you goodbye, cheerio here I go on my way. Not a tear, but a cheer, make it
gay (happy). Give me a smile that I can keep for a while ….
The Gracie Fields hit song of 1967 would have been a fond send-off to the Presidency of Nelson
Mandela, as he stared at the pile of framed photographs on his desk.
There was a picture of him shaking hands with Libyan leader Muammar al-Gaddafi and another with
Palestinian Liberation Organisation chairman Yasser Arafat.
There was even a photograph of Mandela and F.W. de Klerk collecting the Nobel Peace Prize in 1993,
for their efforts in turning South Africa into a democracy the peaceful way.
Despite their often-political differences, Mandela still held de Klerk in high regard. For all his party’s
faults, at least de Klerk had the courage to close the book on Apartheid, while many of his
predecessors only looked at what they could get out of such a situation.
Many of the Nationalists were like foreign investors. They wanted to contribute the least to gain the
most.
Yes, 14 June 1999, was a day to remember as Mandela continued to pack up his office, which would
now become the business home of his former 1st Vice President, Thabo Mbeki.
While well known internationally for his diplomacy, Mbeki was missing a few things that Mandela
had. Firstly, Mbeki was not revered the way the world’s leaders came across to Mandela. Unlike
Mandela, who spent 27 years in prison and gained international press coverage for his antiApartheid approach even though his photograph was not allowed to be published in South Africa,
Mbeki was a man who had worked for the ANC’s cause while in exile.
Secondly and most importantly, Mbeki did not have an inner voice to guide him.
Despite being begged to stand for a second term of office as President, Mandela had decided that
enough was enough.
Firecrackers, vuvuzelas, and music festivals had marked Mandela’s 80 th birthday on 18 June 1998.
Now, less than a year later, Mandela had decided to take a step back, although he would still avail
himself for certain local and international speaking engagements.
Madiba, you have done your bit and more for your country and its people. Its now out of your hands.
“I gave it my best shot,” uttered the out-going President in response to the inner voice.
Indeed, he did. As much as he was admired by the world’s leaders, many of them showed great
concern about his heavy workload and advised him to cut back where at all possible.
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Four days away from his 57th birthday, Thabo Mbeki would soon find that he would have very big
shoes to fill. Like Mandela, he too would be blamed for borrowing too much money that his country
would struggle to pay back. In the eyes of many of his detractors, he was simply following a
Nationalist route rather than empowering his own people.
Mbeki walked into Mandela’s office.
“Ah, Thabo, this is all yours from tomorrow,” smiled Mandela, as he pointed at the office.
“Madiba, I know you will always be one call away for me, you always were when you were able too,”
replied Mbeki, dressed in his customary black suit.
Mandela nodded.
“Always, Thabo, we owe it to our people,” said the former President.
Then he made a comment which Mbeki would struggle to understand.
“Thabo, have you ever felt that you had an inner voice to guide you?”
The new President did not understand.
“I mean we are both men who rely on logic but sometimes I get a feeling that there is something
inside my spirit that tells me whether a decision is right or wrong,” went on Mandela.
Thabo took sat at the front of the President’s desk and lit up his pipe.
“I do believe that the Lord would not have brought us this far if it was not his will,” said Mbeki.
“I am not so sure about the voice inside the spirit, but maybe I will find out when I am seated on the
other side of this desk tomorrow.”
Mandela tilted his head one way and then the other.
“It is the strangest thing, Thabo,” quipped Mandela.
“It is almost like someone has prophesied on my life and is warning me of the future. I must tell you
that everything that this inner voice has told me since I became President, has happened, be it good
or bad.”
I’m afraid, I won’t be able to help Thabo, but I am there for you, Madiba.
“Yes, I know,” said Mandela.
“You know what, Madiba?” inquired Mbeki.
“No, I wasn’t talking to you, I was talking to the inner voice,” replied the President.
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Mbeki stared at his long-time friend.
“I think you are tired, Madiba, you need some rest,” said Mbeki.
Tired he was, but Mandela had full confidence in the inner voice even if Mbeki thought that he was
losing his mind.
“Give me some examples of what you have heard from the inner voice,” asked Mbeki.
Mandela cleared his throat as he was used to doing before making important statements.
Tell Thabo that the Arms Deal fiasco will get worse in the international press and questions will be
asked about the potential financial kickbacks received by key ANC politicians.
Mandela relayed the message.
The comments were more than believable to Mbeki, but the Arms Deal had been in the news for
quite sometime. He needed to know a bit more to believe that Mandela had a companion in his
mind.
Defence Minister Joe Modise is battling with cancer and will succumb to the disease in 2001.
Mandela was fully aware of Modise’s battle with cancer, although he wasn’t sure if Mbeki knew
about it. Once he told Mbeki about the revelation, he could see the result.
“I knew that Joe was struggling, but I was hoping that he would be healed as I know he is receiving
medical treatment,” explained Mbeki.
“I understood his situation was actually improving.”
Mandela coughed.
“By the grace of God, I hope Joe improves health-wise, but I can tell you that my inner voice has
never let me down before,” said Madiba.
The inner voice would go on to be correct as the Defence Minister passed away from the disease on
26 November 2001.
Many insiders felt that much of the Arms Deal secrets may have accompanied him to the grave and
again it brought up the issue of what Chris Hani was about to reveal about the Arms Deal before he
was assassinated in 1993.
The Arms Deal matter would plague South Africa’s leaders for years to come, particularly when
Mbeki’s successor, Jacob Zuma, was on the brink of signing a nuclear power deal with the Russians.
However, Zuma was removed from office by the ANC executive before he could sign the contract.
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Neither you nor Thabo will solve the Arms Deal issue, Madiba. Thabo needs to place his focus on the
economy and health issues which will impact on South Africa.
By June 1999, the Rand had dropped form its 1998 mark of R4.98 to R6.39 to the US Dollar.
South Africans had been to the polls on 2 June 1999 with the ANC recording a mammoth 66.35%
majority, but short of the two thirds mark to change the South African constitution.
Mbeki’s elevation to take over from Mandela as President had always been on the cards. However,
just as the inner voice had told Mandela, the new No 1 would soon find himself facing challenges
galore.
Many saw the major blooper of his career being his stance on HIV-Aids. Mbeki
“Does HIV cause AIDS?” Mbeki was later quoted as saying.
“Can a virus cause a syndrome? How? It can’t, because a syndrome is a group of diseases resulting
from acquired immune deficiency.”
“I am sure it is in the medical textbooks, there are many things that cause immune deficiency and
you will find therefore in the South African HIV and AIDS programme, that it will say that part of
what we have got to do is to make sure that our health infrastructure, our health system is able to
deal adequately with all of the illnesses that are a consequence of AIDS.”
Mbeki’s views on HIV and AIDS would see him being blamed for the deaths of over 330 000 South
Africans during his Presidency.
“Thabo, you will find that you cannot find solutions to everyone’s problem but stick with your vision
and don’t let others distract you,” advised Mandela.
Mbeki nodded.
Without the National Party in the government, the elections had become a one-horse race. Upon
appointing Frank Chikane as the Director-General in the office of the President, it would be this
Reverend who would give Mbeki his best piece of advice.
Chikane would later have his feet washed by Apartheid era Police Minister Adriaan Vlok, after the
National Party man sent the Reverend, underwear which contained a deadly nerve substance.
After receiving amnesty for the act under the Truth and Reconciliation Commission, peace was made
between the two men.
However, it would be Chikane who warned Mbeki not to take the black voters for granted. With the
ANC lagging on their promises of building houses and job creation, as well as making news headlines
for corruption, Chikane’s words would stick.
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If the ANC did not transform itself and return to its main purpose of carrying the hopes and dreams
of its people, the party would first lose a metro, then a province and finally, national power.
Chikane’s message was basically that you can fool some of the people, some of the time, but not all
the people, all of the time.
Mbeki would also come in for major criticism in that he spent much time out of the country acting
as a mediator for other nations or organisations, while South Africa’s problems kept mounting up.
The joke was: “How do you know when Thabo Mbeki is in South Africa?” The punchline being:
“When his plane flies overhead.”
Madiba, Thabo needs to help ensure peace at all costs for the people of Zimbabwe, to ensure stability
for Southern Africa.
Mandela and Mbeki had engaged long and hard on this issue, but the latter was ever the diplomat
when dealing with the Robert Mugabe administration in Harare.
Mbeki would later be quoted as saying: “The point really about all this from our perspective has
been that the critical role we should play is to assist the Zimbabweans to find each other, really to
agree among themselves about the political, economic, social, other solutions that their country
needs. We could have stepped aside from that task and then shouted, and that would be the end of
our contribution ...
“They would shout back at us and that would be the end of the story. I'm actually the only head of
government that I know anywhere in the world who has actually gone to Zimbabwe and spoken
publicly very critically of the things that they are doing.”
Mbeki and Mandela agreed that the road ahead was a long, difficult one for all race groups, but it
was important for black and white to find each other. Land needed to be handed back to the rightful
owners. This was a huge prickly pear-type decision as the coloureds believed that they were the first
people in South Africa and the land belonged to them. The black-dominated ANC would see things
differently. The white minority were still brainwashed into believing that the land belonged to them
due to the arrival of Jan van Riebeeck in the Cape in 1652, having been sent by the Dutch East India
Company to build a refreshment station for ships rounding the most southern part of Africa.
Thabo needs to be strong as his main rivals might not be the Afrikaner, but internal.
As is the case anywhere in the world, the President’s office is viewed as a nice place to be. The perks
are great.
The inner voice would be right again, when Mbeki removed his Vice President Jacob Zuma from
office in 2005, due to the second-in-command’s involved in a corruption scandal.
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The Mbeki-Zuma battle grew over the years, and despite being recalled from the President’s office
by the ANC, for allegedly hampering the investigation into Zuma, Mbeki stood for a possible third
term as ANC President at the party’s conference in Polokwane, Limpopo in 2007.
Mbeki would narrowly lose the vote to Zuma in Polokwane, with Zuma going on to be the party’s
presidential candidate for the 2009 general elections.
Mandela was becoming more convinced that the inner voice was that of the girl who had saved his
life on Robben Island in his days as a prisoner, when a General du Toit, had attempted to assassinate
him.
“Lindiwe!” yelled Mandela, which caused Mbeki to sit back in his cheer at speed.
Finally, Mandela has got to the name of the girl.
“It’s a long story, Thabo, but let’s just say that I am not alone,” said the out-going President.
“I just wish I could transfer her spirit into yours so that you would have insight into the future.”
“How does this Lindiwe person know the future?” asked Mbeki.
“That is hard to tell,” remarked Mandela.
“Just believe me that she does.”
“I certainly hope that this Lindiwe is wrong about Joe Modise’s demise from cancer,” quipped Mbeki.
“I hope so too, Thabo, but the inner voice has not been wrong before,” replied Mandela, as he took
in a sip of tea from a cup on his desk. The tea was ice cold as he had forgotten about it.
“We need to find a cure for our country’s problems,” muttered Mandela, as he put his teacup down
on his desk.
“We cannot allow this beautiful country to descend into a banana republic after all we have been
through. We need to raise leaders of credibility and for the constitution to be firm. The laws need
to be applied consistently. Penalties handed down to blacks and whites need to be the same. People
need to respect our police and other law enforcers, irrespective of the fact that the death penalty
has been abolished.”
“Indeed, Madiba, we have the platform to create the leading first world country in Africa and a
legacy for future generations,” replied Mbeki.
“This is why foreigners flock to our country because of the immense opportunities here,” said
Mandela.
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“We need to embrace entrepreneurship so that many of our people can be empowered to grow
their own companies, as opposed to waiting for salaried jobs to come their way. The future is bright,
Thabo, very bright. Our people must close their hand over the opportunity offered to them. If not,
the opportunity will fall on to the floor and someone else will come along and take it from them.
Our people need to be streetwise and focused.”
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Chapter 12 - Shooting from the Hip
Another tough day in Africa! Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus watched the evening television news. A
white farmer had been murdered on his land outside of Nelspruit, Mpumalanga. The killers had also
beaten the farmer’s wife to a pulp and had stuck his young son’s head into a bath full of boiling
water.
The wife and son were fighting for their lives in a local hospital.
So, President Thabo Mbeki says that land invasions is not a part of South Africa’s culture and the
country’s won’t go the way of Zimbabwe, thought the Lieutenant.
Pieter had been a racist, courtesy of the way his parents had raised him. Then he had transformed
his mind having met Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr, who had perished while giving birth to Lindiwe Buthelezi
Jnr.
It was Lindiwe Jnr who had tamed him even further, despite the warnings of his white cop
colleagues. Now both Lindiwe Snr was dead, or so Pieter thoughts, and Lindiwe Jnr was somewhere
out there unknown to him.
Pieter was still adamant that his cop colleagues knew more than they were letting on. He had always
been a respected member in police circles, but that long weekend trip to Cape Town with Lindiwe,
had seemingly made some of his more conservative white colleagues look at him differently.
Through having spent time with Lindiwe Jnr, Pieter had learnt that many white people were twofaced. “Yeah, to the New South Africa” and then when things go wrong: “They should have kept
Mandela behind bars on Robben Island, things were fine back then.”
Well not quite. Back then, things were only fine to those who were not in the coalface of the
challenge from the ANC’s Liberation Struggle and of course the threat of an Afrikaner military rightwing revolt toppling the de Klerk government.
Pieter let his mind wonder on two fronts. What would he do if he were President?
Well, his first port of call would be to do something about the influx of foreigners over the borders.
The fact is that there were not enough jobs for the entire South African population of 50 millionodd, let alone foreigners coming to the country in search of jobs and a better life.
In being a part of the police Pieter knew that many foreigners who were not able to structure a
business in South Africa, often got caught up in bad company and had their arm twisted to go the
crime route. This is not to say that all African visitors are into crime. Pieter knew that many foreigners
abided by the law too.
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Of course, to many white South Africans, black was black, irrespective of the country that they came
from. White South Africans had lived peacefully under the Apartheid regime, but since things had
changed in 1994, the crime rate was skyrocketing.
The television news ended, and Pieter watched a bit of an evening soap opera where he saw a black
woman kissing a white man. This was still frowned upon by many middle to older aged South
Africans as it was fairly new to them.
In the Apartheid days, the black girls were more seen as domestic workers known as ‘maids’ by the
whites and were definitely not viewed as marriage material to the white men.
How things had changed. How Pieter wished that Lindiwe Jnr would walk through the front door of
his apartment. Either that or he would shortly awake from this wicked nightmare.
A stressed-out Pieter began to drift off to sleep.
“Lindiwe!” he muttered, as his eyes fell shut.
Yes, there she was walking on the pavement next to a busy Pretoria street. He noticed her red top
and blue denim jeans.
“Lindiwe, I am here!” yelled Pieter, as he set off after her.
As he the cop gained speed, so too did the girl. However, she did not even glance at the cop.
“Lindiwe, its alright, I am here!” yelled the Lieutenant.
It was like the girl did not know who Pieter was. It resembled a scene of someone who had just
arrived from Planet Mars with no memory of Planet Earth or the past.
Pieter increased his pace but Lindiwe disappeared among a group of people. She was wearing a red
blouse and jeans and unfortunately for the cop, so to were all those in the group that she joined. It
was like some third force was doing its best to protect and disguise her.
“Lindiwe!” screamed Pieter again, but it did not help.
He checked the faces of each of the people wearing red tops, but not one of them was Lindiwe Jnr.
Had the girl yet again disappeared into thin air.
An out-of-breath Pieter stopped running. The situation was pointless. What he could not understand
was just why the girl ignored him when he called her name.
If Lindiwe had turned around and looked at him, he could have savoured the moment, but it seemed
as if she did not know who he was. Had the third force drugged her? Why did she not respond when
Pieter called her name?
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Next, a red flow of rage seemed to pass through Pretoria.
Pieter seemed to be swept away by the red wave and saw the house where he grew up in the city.
He had been raised by middle class, racist parents, who believed that white people will always be
more intelligent that the blacks.
That is what many whites thought prior to 1994. The best jobs went the way of the whites, and all
forms of top education went the way of the light skin colour too.
Moments later, he heard screaming and shouting and his face turned pale with fear, as he saw the
red wave sweeping away his parents and the house too.
It was like he was experiencing an out-of-body experience and he had landed in hell. He noticed
some dragon-like demons holding the arms of his screaming parents.
“Fuck you!” yelled the cop as he charged towards his family.
It was interesting that the red wave did not sweep Pieter away. He seemed to run right through it.
Would Pieter treat this as a sign that racism was evil and that he needed to live a life different to his
parents?
Or would Pieter go the other way and see the red wave as a sign of the devil taking over the country?
Pieter went for the former. He drew his pistol and fired two shots off at the dragon which was
holding a tight grip on his mother’s right arm.
However, the bullets seemed to go right through the monster. The more he ran towards the dragon
the further away from him it seemed to go.
What was going on here? Was this the end of the world?
Pieter woke up in a cold sweat. The red wave and the dragons may have been a nightmare, but he
had learnt several lessons from it.
If Lindiwe Jnr was out to ignore him and if the devil was taking over the Republic of South Africa,
then he needed to defend the nation. No, not the Rainbow Nation, just the nation.
He jumped out of bed, washed his face, and got dressed. He checked his pistol and puffed out his
cheeks. Not a bullet had been fired from his pistol, which reconfirmed that what he had experienced
was indeed a dream.
Pieter checked the ammunition in the shotgun. To him, he was not losing his mind. He was just a
step ahead of the rest of the world.
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Pieter was becoming more and more convinced that the Nelson Mandela honeymoon was built on
lies. He was seeing a new Mandela, and not a nice one. Based on what he had now learnt, Mandela
was a man who had done a superb job in fooling the world about a South African democracy for all.
The cop shook his head. He could not believe that he had fallen for the Mandela vision. Also, he
could not believe that he had fallen for Lindiwe Jnr. To him, the girl was now nothing more than a
con artist who had manipulated him to help get freedom for her own people, without caring about
the whites in the country.
Pieter believe that God had shown him the nightmare dream to warn him of things to come. From
here, according to the Bible in the book of Revelations written by the Apostle John, things would
only get worse. The world was in the last of the last days, it says in the Holy Book.
He glanced at his mobile phone and saw a missed call from his boss, Colonel Jaap Cornelius.
“Fok jou ook, Jaap (fuck you too, Jaap),” muttered the Lieutenant.
“Jy het alles geweet maar wou nie vir my vertel nie (you knew everything but didn’t want to tell me.”
Last time, Pieter had held back on pulling the trigger on black people walking peacefully near Lilian
Ngoyi Square in Pretoria. The cop was not totally hooked on the famous square in the Jacaranda city
but was totally sold on the spilling of black blood.
He remembered the slogan of the Knight Rider television series of the 1980s – One man can make a
difference.
To Pieter, he was not going to be the problem but rather the solution. Even if he perished, he would
be a martyr for the cause. Life was not worth living now that Lindiwe Snr and Lindiwe Jnr were both
gone.
Lindiwe Jnr was indeed still alive, Pieter was sure that she was being well-paid by a third force to
stay far away from him.
“Niemand maak Pieter Erasmus se naam gat nie (nobody makes a fool of Pieter Erasmus,” he
muttered to himself.
He made himself a cup of coffee. If this was the last coffee that would ever pass through his lips then
so be it, he thought.
As Pieter made his way down to the street, he noticed a black man dressed in an ANC t-shirt and
jeans, walking at speed. How the cop wanted to pull out his pistol and change the world right there.
However, he thought better of it.
He thought of all the Apartheid era spies who had made a good living by defending what their
ancestors believed in.
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Perhaps Pieter Erasmus was just born in the wrong era. Had he been in the mix thirty years earlier,
he could have made a good living in bombing the ANC offices and eliminating opponents to the
Apartheid system.
“Dis all jou skuld, Lindiwe (it is all your fault, Lindiwe),” uttered the cop, as he climbed into his Toyota
Corolla vehicle.
He did not stop for a second to think of what he would do if Lindiwe Jnr came around the corner and
charged into his arms.
Right now, Pieter’s mind was made up and this time he would not change course. He now knew for
sure which team he was on.
Armed with a boot-load full of ammunition to make a huge negative impact on the New South Africa,
Pieter Erasmus drove towards the Lilian Ngoyi Square.
He felt a hunger in his belly. Not a hunger in terms of food, but a feeling of desire to get the job
done.
Two taxis filled with black people drove illegally down the yellow solid line on the side of the road
past him. Lawlessness was the new norm in South Africa.
It was like the blacks were saying to the whites ‘oh, get used to it’.
Pieter noticed two black men seated in a parked in a BMW vehicle near the square. He knew that
from the abandoned flat, he would be able to pick them off with effortless ease.
Of course, he had not thought about the fact that some of the people at the squad may be armed
and could potentially be just as quality with a pistol or shot gun as he was.
Pieter Erasmus felt like a world heavyweight boxing champion. He believed, that in boxing terms,
that nobody could knock him out as he had the skill to outclass everyone.
Even the greatest world class boxers went down to the canvas sometime in their respective careers,
whether it was from a skilled blow or a lucky punch from their opponent.
With the Apartheid government’s national conscription called off in 1993, Pieter had not had the
opportunity of spending time on the border defending his country against the so-called Communist
onslaught of the ANC and its affiliates.
Up until end-1993, upon their competition of schooling or tertiary studies, white South African men
received a governmental letter in the post to inform them of where they would spend two years of
their life. High ranking officials would decide if the white male would be going to the army, navy, air
force or medics as a part of their training to potentially defend their country.
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With the National Party government and the ANC having started talks in the early 1990s, the national
service period was changed to one year until it was eventually done away with.
Many of the young white men assigned to the army, ended up gong face to face with the Liberation
Struggle opposition on the border between South West Africa and Angola. Many came back alive
while some were not as lucky.
Pieter felt that he would have been wiser from a military point of view if he had done his stint for
his country on the border.
Pieter parked his Toyota Corolla about one hundred metres from the apartment block where he
would shoot from and marched boldly towards the building with two duffle bags filled with
ammunition and his shot gun, over his shoulders.
This time he was convinced that there would be no turning back.
The square was still quiet as one would expect it to be at 5am. Soon, that would all change as people
rushed across the area to get to work or to catch their daily public transport to their place of
employment.
Soon South Africa would be changed forever just like those Apartheid era spies, and hitmen did
before him. Some families would go to sleep tonight without loved ones, thought Pieter.
What the hell, it was now going to be a case of an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth.
“I owe it to my family,” muttered the Lieutenant.
To the cop, two wrongs now made a right. He was far from thinking straight in a political sense. His
mind was focused on a military sense.
Shoot to kill and run like hell, Erasmus.
Pieter Erasmus was streetwise. Tonight’s television headline news would be about the shooting
spree at the square in Pretoria. However, if the Lieutenant played his cards, right, nobody would
know who pulled the trigger.
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Chapter 13 - Déjà Vu at the Square
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus glanced up at the large apartment block in front of him. He had been
inside the building several times before but had never noticed just how big it was. Were his eyes
playing tricks on him?
Then his eyes caught sight of something that could possibly help his cause. He noticed an apartment
on the fifth floor that did not have curtains. This could possibly mean that the apartment is vacant,
he thought. That apartment was two levels higher than from where he nearly carried out his first
onslaught but would be an even better position from a shooting perspective.
The elevator in the building had a large ‘Out of Order’ sign on it, so Pieter headed for the staircase
to his left and gulped when he noticed that the stairs had a glass window on the side of it. That
would not help too much as it could well give his identity away.
Going up the stairs to the third floor was not too bad, but as he looked to progress further, his fear
of heights kicked in. Pieter grabbed for the rail next to the stairs and hung on for dear life. Eventually,
he was down on his knees with the duffle bags next to him. As he tried to gulp in as much air as
possible, Pieter began to feel feint.
No man, Erasmus, this was not a part of the plan, he thought.
On his hands and knees, he crawled on, one step at a time. He knew that going down the stairs was
not a challenge but going up was something else. As he moved on his hands and knees, it felt like
his mind was about to explode and his stomach was turning.
The Lieutenant saw his life flashing by. His primary and high school colleagues from years back who
had laughed at him would soon remember his name. That was if he made it to the fifth floor.
Was this a way of God telling him not to carry out his evil act?
“My God, I have to do this,” he exclaimed, with his bottom lip quivering.
With his shirt soaked from sweat and his legs feeling a sense of numbness, Pieter kept on with his
crawling mission.
First, he made it to the fourth-floor level. How he wanted to climb out on the fourth floor to catch
some breath, but there was no time to be wasted.
He continued crawling. The fifth floor looked so far away.
“Nee, Erasmus, moenie op kyk nie (no, Erasmus, don’t look up),” he said to himself.
The duffle bags over his shoulders were getting heavier by the second and his hands felt as if they
were scratched to the bone.
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Pieter, you do not have to do this, you know.
The voice in his mind sounded familiar. It sounded just like…
No, it surely could not be. How would Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr’s voice end up inside his head?
“Lindiwe, you have done this to me, and your people must now pay the ultimate price!” said Pieter
in an aggressive tone with his eyes raging.
“Lindiwe, if it is really you then show yourself!” demanded the cop.
Pieter, take my word for it. The acts that you are about to perform will not do you nor your country
any good.
“Go to hell, Lindiwe, you had a choice, but you decided to rather run away at the explosion at the
Vosloo Grill,” said Pieter, as he crawled closer and closer to the landing area of the fifth floor.
Pieter, when you reach the fifth floor, I cannot help you anymore. What will be will be.
Erasmus questioned what he had just heard. Did Lindiwe just say ‘help me’?
“Go to hell, let me achieve my destiny and live with the consequences,” said the cop as he sat upright
on the fifth-floor landing area at the foot of the stairs.
Once back on his feet, Pieter rolled up his sleeves and repositioned the duffle bags over his
shoulders. He felt a bit better. t
Two black men walked past him and greeted. Pieter nodded in return. Once at the door of the
apartment that he had noticed from ground level, he found the rooms to be vacant indeed.
Prior to entering the apartment, he checked the emergency door at the end of the corridor. It was
unlocked but the staircase on the other side of it, was loaded with old cardboard boxes and other
rubbish. He noted that if he had to escape that way, he would need to do a bit of classy track and
field hurdles running to make it over the obstacles.
Pieter headed back down the corridor and pulled the apartment’s front door closed behind him. He
turned the key in the lock so that he would not be disturbed. By leaving the key in the lock, he was
ready to turn it when in need of a fast get away.
Like a medical doctor prior to a large life-threatening operation on a client, Pieter put his duffle bags
down and began to lay his weapons and ammunition out on a towel that he had brought along.
Then he made his way over to the outer door and on to the balcony. He noticed an old lounge suite
on the veranda.

https://Eric.Blue/

85

Perfect, he thought. He could hide behind that so that nobody would be able to identify him after
the shooting had taken place.
He had a clear view over the square which seemed to be getting busier by the minute. He noticed a
funeral hearse at the traffic light below.
“There will be many of those needed after I am done here today,” he grinned.
He went back into the apartment and picked up his pistol, tucking it nearly into his holster. Then he
took the shotgun and checked it thoroughly.
Pieter Erasmus was ready for action and prepared to face the consequences, although his first prize
was to make a completely safe getaway.
His mind turned to the story on how Chris Hani’s assassin, Janusz Walus had been caught.
A white Afrikaans neighbour of Hani in Dawn Park, Johannesburg, had seen the action and taken
down the car registration of the vehicle that Walus had fled in.
Once that information had been phoned to the cops, it was a matter of minutes before Walus’
vehicle was surrounded by police cars and the Polish hitman’s game was up.
Pieter Erasmus did not see himself like Walus, as a man of the past. He saw himself as a man of the
future. Hey, maybe he could even he could be like the great bank robbing cop, Andre Stander, and
carry out his evil act. Then just like Stander, he would escape and unknowingly, the cops would
possibly send him back to investigate the crime scene later in the day.
Pieter, I am warning you. Think about what you are about to do!
“You don’t have to warn me about anything,” fumed the Lieutenant.
“You have made your decision now I have to make mine.”
Pieter expected a response to his comment from within the spirit, but none was forthcoming.
Perhaps the voice in the spirit had taken his point or was it a case of the voice had given up on him.
So, what if he was a lost cause, thought Pieter. Nothing much mattered anymore. He had a job to
do and wanted to carry it out to the best of his ability.
Pieter, you will regret this, and your future generations will regret this too. Think about what you are
about to do. Its is not worth it!
The voice was back to advise him.
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“Lindiwe, you were supposed to be the bearer of the future generations for my family but instead
you decided to run away, so don’t try and pin the blame on me now,” quipped Pieter.
“Let me be and go on with what I have to do.”
Again, Pieter thought of all the Apartheid era spies and assassins that he had researched on the
internet.
Pieter began to imagine how they must have felt before carrying out a hit. They were fearless men
who believed that they were on a mission to do the right thing for their Afrikaner people and their
country.
All of them must have thought in their hearts that the ANC government could never make a success
of running a country like South Africa. Following the Mandela honeymoon period of the new
democracy, many would have felt vindicated.
Corruption and crime were running at an all-time high and tourism was being effected negatively,
as many foreign visitors were petrified to visit South Africa in case of being mugged or murdered.
Something needed to be done about this right now, figured Pieter.
Pieter, I can only tell you about South Africa’s road to 2010, thereafter you are on your own, but.”
“Los my uit (leave me alone),” hissed Pieter under his breath as he began to load the shot gun.
“You had your chance and you never took it. The time for me to give a different form of freedom to
my people. The ANC had a superb opportunity to prove to the world that a black government could
run a competent South African government, but look at the carnage? No, I must follow through with
this. You will thank me later.”
Thank you? For what, Pieter? For murdering some of my people?
Pieter did not respond.
Pieter, think of your parents. How will they react if you are locked away in a prison cell because of
your actions?
The Lieutenant had not thought of things that way before. He had only thought of how proud his
mother and father would have been of him for shooting down some blacks.
The Lieutenant was fully aware that the death penalty had been abolished in South Africa in the
early 1990s.
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Both notorious bomber Robert McBride and Barend ‘Wit Wolf’ Strydom had been sentenced to
death, as had Janusz Walus. However, all three had their death penalty statuses converted to life in
prison. However, in the heat of negotiations, The ANC agreed to give Strydom his freedom, in return
for the release from incarceration of McBride.
Walus, however, was the odd man out. The Truth and Reconciliation Commission did not believe
that he was remorseful for assassinating Chris Hani, and he got a 25-year- sentence behind bars.
Even after his sentence had been completed, the South African Communist Party (SACP) and Hani’s
wife, Limpho, still tabled papers to keep him locked up, fearing that he may try and assassinate
another high-ranking person. Insiders stated that the real reason for not allowing Walus his freedom
was that he had not revealed the names of potential Liberation Struggle persons who had
collaborated with him to make the Hani hit happen.
Walus had done his time but was still locked up behind bars having not enjoyed even a second of
South Africa’s new democracy. Some Polish parties hailed him as a hero. That went down even worse
in SACP circles.
The feeling was that Mandela apart, Hani may have been the answer to South Africa’s leadership
problems. However, some members of the Conservative Party saw him as far too militant and the
biggest threat to the whites, so the trigger was pulled.
Pieter, they will lock you away for your crimes and won’t let you out. Learn from the lesson of Waluz.
The voice had a point. However, Pieter was still adamant that he would not get caught. Mind you,
Waluz must have thought that too, he analysed.
Pieter knew all too well of the slogan: you live by the sword; you die by the sword. He did not have
a problem with dying if he achieved his goal. If he perished while assassinating blacks, his parents
would declare him to be a saint.
Yes, ‘Pieter ‘the Saint’ Erasmus. How would God feel about that, he wondered.
“Dear God, if you don’t want me to go ahead with the assassination here today, please give me a
sign,” said the Lieutenant, with his eyes clamped closed.
Pieter waited and waited. No sign was forthcoming from the heavens above. Oh, well, that is it then,
he thought. The show must go on. It was clearly endorsed by the man upstairs.
Pieter turned on an old television set in the corner of the apartment. He needed some noise to
counter the firing of the shotgun.
Before turning up the volume of the television, he listened at both walls of the apartment.
He could have been wrong, but it sounded to him like both neighbouring apartments were empty
and at worst, the occupants were asleep.
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Party time was approaching. The lives of some families would change forever. So, too would the
New South Africa. Pieter grinned. Many of his conservative-minded colleagues would have loved to
do what he was about to action, but few had the courage to follow through.
Pieter Erasmus was a man of his word and he began to load a few rounds of ammunition on to his
belt clip. His pants started to sag with the weight of the bullets. He was seconds away from doing
something that would make him feel great. Would it really make him feel great? Well, perhaps he
would only know the true answer to that after the deed was done.
Barend ‘Wit Wolf’ Strydom was apprehended during his shooting spree at the same square all those
years ago. Pieter would not be walking across the square like Strydom did. The Lieutenant was way
more strategic.
“It’s time,” said Pieter, as he picked up the shotgun and began to walk over to his hiding place behind
the old furniture on the balcony.
The shotgun felt heavier in his hand than before. Perhaps he was carrying the weight of life.
As he knelt behind the furniture, he a drop of rain hit him on the right cheek. Was this the sign from
above telling him not to shoot?
Pieter needed more convincing than that to call off his great moment. A storm could be heading
towards Pretoria, but his shotgun would create the thunder.
There was no turning back, or was there?
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Chapter 14 - Doing It for Verwoerd
6 September 1966 is a day that all South Africans will remember. Many whites mourned and many
blacks celebrated.
One of the architects of Apartheid, Prime Minister Hendrik Verwoerd was stabbed in the neck and
chest four times by parliamentary messenger, Dimitri Tsafendes inside Parliament in Cape Town.
Tsafendes, born in Lourenco Marques (now known as Maputo, Mozambique), the man of a Greek
father and mixed-race Mozambican mother, became an instant freedom fighter hero through Africa,
although after the ANC came to power in 1994, he never got heralded as such locally.
To many, Tsafendes was a mad man. The liberal-minded individual, who had been a member of the
South African Communist Party from 1936 to 1942, hated Verwoerd and his Apartheid policies. To
Tsafendes it was about equality for all people. To Verwoerd it was about superiority for the whites,
most notably the Afrikaner. However, the law must run its courser and Tsafendes spent the rest of
his life in detention until his death in 1999.
Like Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus, Tsafendes had believed that he could carry out his evil deed without
being apprehended. His plan was to shoot Verwoerd, but when he could not get hold of a gun, he
changed his strategy to assassination by knife wounds. He never got as far as making a getaway to
seek refuge in Communist Cuba.
Of course, Tsafendes was not the first to attempt to eliminate Verwoerd.
The Prime Minister took a bullet to the right cheek and ear from close range from the pistol of English
farmers and businessman David Pratt on 9 April 1960, while opening the Union Exposition in Milpark,
Johannesburg.
Like Tsafendes a few years later, Pratt was described as a mad man rather than a liberal. Anyone
who threatened the government was being mentally unstable.
The ultra-liberal-minded Pratt would never return to his farm in Magaliesberg, but instead would
spend much time locked up in a mental institution in Bloemfontein.
Pratt, who stated that he wanted to ‘injure rather than kill’ the Prime Minister, committed suicide
on 1 October 1961, shortly before his parole. That is the official government story anyway. Like
freedom fighter Steve Biko and many others who dared take on the Apartheid regime, there remains
strong speculation that the Apartheid police beat and tortured Pratt to death.
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus knew the Verwoerd story well. His parents went into mourning after the
‘great man’ Verwoerd was murdered.
Like D.F. Malan before him and John Vorster, years later, these were men with the interest of the
South African people at heart, at least the white people anyway. One had to remember that back in
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those days, the white population knew very little about the ANC, as the press was censored in terms
of reporting on anti-government organisations.
Even in the 1980s, when the ‘Free Mandela’ campaign gained internati0onal recognition, the South
African whites were brainwashed by their government, into believing that the ANC was a Communist
movement looking to take over the country. President P.W. Botha had said that unless Mandela and
the ANC renounced violence against the Republic of South Africa, then Madiba and his sidekicks
would be locked up on Robben Island for many more years to come.
“Los hom op die eiland en gooi die sleutel weg (leave him on the island and throw away the key),”
Pieter’s father had once remarked, about Madiba’s incarceration on the land-piece off the coast of
Cape Town.
The right wing had no time for black terrorists. No, the right wing had no time for blacks.
Pieter’s mother had always been a racist, but her marriage had taken her to the next level.
She would not even employ a black domestic worker, but rather coloured maids were paid a daily
wage to clean the house of whites. The blacks simply could not be trusted. What if the black
domestic worker was employed by a white household and then put poison in the food of the
children? No, the risk was simply too great. Blacks and whites needed to be kept apart. Verwoerd,
what a good man he was, thought Mrs Erasmus.
Pieter’s mother had once told him that his ancestors came from Amsterdam in the Netherlands. She
told him how honoured he must feel in being of the bloodline from the same Dutch city in which
Verwoerd was born.
So how could this son of conservative-minded parents end up serving in a police force in the New
South Africa.
Having finished matric in Pretoria, young Pieter did not have the cash to go to university nor did he
want too. So, he followed some of his friends into the Apartheid police. There he became a muchrespect member. It was the kind of respect that he never had from his classmates during his school
days. Yes, Pieter was a sharpshooter deluxe. Few could hit a target with pistol, rifle, or shotgun, with
the consistency as Pieter could. At last, he had found his calling. Now he could go out into the
townships and make his parents proud. Bang… Bang… Bang!
As Pieter crouched down at the furniture on the balcony of the apartment on the fifth-floor block
overlooking Lilian Ngoyi Square, formerly known as Strijdom Square, in Pretoria, he felt something
jab him in his midriff.
He dropped his left hand to the left side pocket of his pants but was too late from stopping his wallet
from falling to the floor. As it fell, a paper dislodged itself from one of the compartments and landed
face up on the dusty ground.
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Pieter stared at the piece of paper, which was a photograph. He slowly bent down to retrieve the
photograph and his bottom lip began to quiver.
He stared at Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr’s face which seemingly had a smile that could light up a universe.
Things could have been so different if Lindiwe Snr had returned from a successful childbirth, but it
was not to be. Why, the Lord only knows, thought Pieter.
The rain was setting in more and more as Pieter checked out his potential target areas. The
pavement nearby was the easiest shot as that was just thirty metres away and by the time that
Pieter went into shooting mode, the area was likely to be filled with people rushing to work. If he
did not shoot a white person just wide of his target, all would be good. He certainly would not be
able to live with himself if one of his bullets struck a white person. If that happened, he would be
just as bad as the ANC had been in the Liberation Struggle days.
He took his pistol from his holster and took aim, making some gun-shot noises with his mouth as he
demonstrated what was to come.
Yes, all was going to be just fine. He was looking forward to watching his targets drop like flies. Some
would not even have known that there was an assassin nearby. Some would hardly even feel any
pain, as they would die instantly.
An evening soap opera had started on the television screen, Pieter noticed a black man kissing a
white woman.
No man, siss, what would the girl’s parents have to say about it? Not for a moment did he think of
the reverse situation of what people might have thought or said when he was with Lindiwe Snr or
Lindiwe Jnr. Pieter shook his head. His involvement with the Buthelezi mother and daughter was a
thing of the past. He needed to move forward. He had a job to do!
“My colour isn’t an obstacle to you, is it?” the black man on the soap opera on the television said to
the white girl as he embraced her. Pieter could not help but notice that the man was quite a bit older
than the girl too.
Black cradle snatcher, he thought.
“No, not at all,” replied the girl, as she swept her long blond hair away from her face.
Pieter noticed that the soap opera was set in the US. Maybe black and white relationships would
work out there, but certainly they were a challenge in South Africa.
He watched as the black man picked the girl up and took her into a bedroom, before starting to
undress her. Pieter’s face tensed. This was nothing short of rape, he analysed.
His mind flashed back to his romantic time with Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr. He could even remember the
night that he had impregnated her. Those were very special moments, but they seemed like a
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lifetime ago. Then there had been Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr who was almost a carbon copy of her
mother, except for attitude.
The mother was far more aggressive and to the point, while the daughter had a likeable personality
that made her at home in most situations or conversations.
“Fok dit, Lindiwe Snr en Jnr, julle gaan my nie stop om hierdie taak klaartemaak nie (fuck it, Lindiwe
Snr and Jnr, you won’t stop me from finishing this task),” muttered Pieter, as he broke out into a
sweat.
“Julle weet nie waardeer my lewe is nie en dis alles julle skuld (you don’t know what you have put
me through in life and it’s all your fault).”
He turned his focus back to the television screen where the black man and white woman were naked
in bed together.
Pieter gulped. Was he receiving a message from above? Nee, man, Erasmus, dis nou nie tyd om sag
te wees nie.
While Christians believe that when a person dies, the spirit immediately leaves the body, and only
the physical remains of the person are left in the coffin for burial or cremation. This is the reason
why many don’t visit graveyards after the funeral, as it is a pointless exercise talking to a gravestone.
On the other side, many African people were of the belief that their ancestors can hear them, when
they visit the gravesites. Taking it further, there was also the believe that the ancestors can
spiritually have an impact on the outcome of situations on earth.
Pieter was adamant that even though he did not believe in talking to his ancestors, they would want
him to pull the trigger. What he about to do today, would be dedicated to his former Prime Minister
Hendrik Verwoerd. Yes, Verwoerd would surely be smiling from the heavens at the outcome.
Not that Verwoerd was a blood thirsty individual. His view was that if only the blacks would behave
themselves and stay in their designated black-only areas like townships, then all would be well.
Some lightening broke out over the Lilian Ngoyi Square outside. Was it another sign from God? He
looked out and saw many black people running for cover to get away from the inclement weather.
Would Pieter postpone his shooting? Certainly not. He had postponed once before and had
regretted it deeply. He would wait a bit for the weather to improve so that more black people would
descend on to the pavement below.
Hi mind went into political mode. How would South Africa have turned out if Verwoerd had not been
assassinated? Everything has seemingly been hunky dory at that point, well, in the eyes of the whites
at least.
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The Apartheid system was a well-oiled machine in all forms of society. It eliminated any threat to
white superiority. White was right and black was bad, it was that simple!
Many Democratic Party members expected South Africa’s Apartheid system to last at least ten years
longer than it did and were taken by surprise with F.W. de Klerk’s liberal moves to release Mandela
and to call for a referendum in 1992 on whether Apartheid should be scrapped or not.
The result, based on white, coloured, and Indian votes, was a resounding ‘yes’ vote in favour of
scrapping Apartheid.
De Klerk’s moves made him an enemy to many who had previously supported him. On a lighter note,
even comedian Leon Schuster made an Afrikaans song of ‘Platwiel De Klerk het ons uitverkoop (flat
wheel de Klerk sold us out)’.
That summed up the mood of many whites, mainly Afrikaners in the 1990s. Nothing much had
changed over the years. The feeling was that de Klerk had sold out the white minority while securing
himself a Vice Presidential post in the new Government of National Unity. As stated, the Nationalists
would later withdraw from this uncomfortable governing relationship with the ANC.
Pieter stared at his shotgun then changed his focus to glare at the pistol in his hip holster.
Something needed to happen and if the ANC could not control crime, the economy and other sectors
of society, they needed to be sent a message that the Afrikaner’s say should not be ignored. Let the
Afrikaner contribute at all levels, as was Mandela’s vision.
Right now, the Afrikaner was being excluded based on the past and their skin colour. To Pieter and
many others, this was simply a case of reverse-Apartheid. The whites hated the ANC’s Black
Economic Empowerment policy because it gave opportunities to blacks ahead of whites. The ruling
party said that the policy was in place to address the inadequacies of the past.
Many whites would see it differently. To them it would be a way of blocking employment for white
people, who in their minds, were often more skilled and equipped for the jobs.
The clever whites would realise that the only future for their children was to encourage them to go
the entrepreneurial route, rather than waiting on government to provide much-promised jobs ‘for
all’.
Pieter saw the evidence as overwhelming for the cause of the Old South Africa. He needed to be
something that he really was, rather than something that he thought he could be.
He glanced at the photograph of Lindiwe Snr.
“Sorry, Lindiwe, but what will be, will be,” he muttered.
He was not God and it was up to him to change destiny.

https://Eric.Blue/

94

His parents had always told him to follow his gut feeling. His stomach was telling him to open fire
with live ammunition on any black person that he saw. He did not want to leave this world with any
form of regret in his heart.
Cometh the hour, cometh the man!
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Chapter 15 - Running from Your Actions
Whatever the outcome, Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus did not want to become one of those apologetic
Afrikaners. Whatever he did, he would take full responsibility of his actions and treat the situation
with a sense of pride.
He did not like the approaches of people like Apartheid era Foreign Affairs Minister ‘Pik’ Botha and
his colleague, former Minister of Law and Order, Adriaan Vlok, who basically bent the knee to the
new regime.
Prior to 1994, Roelof Frederik Botha, nicknamed ‘Pik’ because some felt that he resembled a penguin
when he was dressed in a suit, was always at the coalface of defending South Africa’s Apartheid
policies to the world.
Pieter always had huge respect for Botha (not related to former President P.W. Botha). That was
until the post-1994 new dispensation kicked in and ‘Pik’ became was given the portfolio of Minister
of Mineral and Energy Affairs in the Mandela government.
Botha met Mandela for the first time and was impressed with the ANC man’s knowledge of Afrikaner
history.
Prior to that, Botha led the Nationalist Party line that Apartheid was not a serious crime and that
law and order in South Africa needed to be protected.
Apart from the President, ‘Pik’ was arguably the next most powerful politician in South Africa. His
life was nearly taken on 21 December 1988 when a bomb destroyed PAN AM flight 103 over
Lockerbie, Scotland, as it travelled from London to New York. Botha and six of his fellow South
African politicians were due to be on that flight but were fortunate to get seats on an earlier plane.
What Pieter only found out later was that Botha was instrumental in the peace talks between South
Africa, Cuba and Angola to end the Border War, which led to the independence of Namibia.
Previously, South Africa had been governing Namibia, which was then known as South West Africa.
Another factor which would have turned Pieter against ‘Pik’ had the cop known about it at the time,
was that Botha had been instrumental in preparing P.W. Botha’s Rubicon speech, which was read in
Durban in 1985. The speech was due to mention the imminent release of Nelson Mandela, but
President Botha read the whole draft speech except for those important paragraphs.
It was ‘Pik’ who rounded up the media in Durban in preparation of the earth-shattering news of
Mandela’s release, only to be let down by his leader.
Despite rumours that ‘Pik’ had crossed the floor in the New South Africa to join the ANC, this never
actually happened as the former Foreign Affairs Minister said that he could not join the governing
party due to his issues with their Affirmative Action policies.
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Some people did not forgive ‘Pik’ so easily. In fact, his name, along with that of Chris Hani, Mandela,
and several others, were on the hit list which Janusz Valuz had. Hani was taken care of before Valuz
got arrested and the others lived to experience the New South Africa.
Pieter had no issue with ‘Pik’ serving in the Government of National Unity after 1994, as the National
Party were a part of the government and the former Foreign Minister was still with the Nationalists.
However, the cop and many other South Africans would have freaked out if the die-hard Nationalist
Botha, jumped ship to the ANC.
Pieter shook his head. He had also worked for the Apartheid regime as a cop and now his police
salary was being paid by the former opposition, the ANC.
However, there was another individual who Pieter had learnt to hate. Former Minister of Law and
Order, Adriaan Vlok, was the only National Party minister to appear before the Truth and
Reconciliation Commission in 1999. Pieter took it a step further. Vlok was the only National Party
Minister who was stupid enough to appear before the Commission. The others simply washed the
blood of off their hands and moved on with life.
Vlok was loathed by the ANC and he knew it, so much so that President F.W. de Klerk was forced his
minister to the office of Correctional Services to appease the ANC.
Vlok, who sat on the Apartheid government’s security council which gave the orders for bombings,
assassinations, and other evil acts, received amnesty for ordering the bombing of the headquarters
of the South African Council of Churches and the offices of trade union, COSATU.
However, some of the evillest acts carried out by the Apartheid regime will seemingly forever be
buried with the perpetrators not coming forward to be held accountable.
In 2006, Vlok would go on to become a reborn Christian and it was at this point that he made several
sensational revelations that he had not brought forward to the Truth and Reconciliation
Commission.
As a sign of requesting forgiveness, he publicly washed the feet of Reverend Frank Chikane. In 1989,
Chikane was the secretary-general of the South African Council of Churches and a leading activist
against Apartheid. Vlok attempted to silence Chikane by sending him a letter laced with poison.
However, the Reverend survived to live and tell the tale.
Other people who would have their feet washed by Vlok, were the widows and mothers of a group
known as the ‘Mamelodi 10’. These ten political activists were also sent to their graves, on the orders
of Vlok.
Vlok was the type of character that Pieter despised. The boss had given the commands and now he
was apologising for them. Worst of all, Vlok had called on other Apartheid era leaders to come
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forward and to be held accountable for their crimes against humanity. The former Law and Order
Minister believed that this would give the guilty ones a clear conscience.
Pieter had thought about leaving the police on several occasions. The problem was that he did not
have any other options on the table.
How could have trusted a bunch of leaders who gave the ground force orders to carry out and then
run for cover when the going got tough?
Then there was the new regime. With the death penalty having been abolished, there seemed little
or no respect for the men and woman in blue uniform, who patrolled the communities. Some
criminals seemed to believe that if they got arrested today, they could possibly be out on bail
tomorrow, and would continue with their life of crime.
Pieter wiped his brow. There had to be more to life than this, like… well… like… shooting some blacks
on Lilian Ngoyi Square!
One of Pieter’s biggest challenges at work was to identify his black colleagues when they were in
civilian clothes. When the cops wore their uniforms, they had their nametags on for identification
purposes. However, when they were off duty and wearing their civilian clothing, Pieter had a major
challenge in working out who was who.
It was nothing new to many white people, particularly the older ones, who believed in the ‘all darkies
look the same’ philosophy.
Pieter went down into a crouch position behind the furniture on the balcony. He took aim at a black
woman who was standing at a bus stop. It would be easy prey for him. Her death was imminent. He
could not see the woman’s face, but that didn’t really matter, or did it?
Suddenly, a painful thought went through his mind, which painstakingly seemed to cripple his whole
body.
What if he accidentally assassinated Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr or Jnr?
Surely, he would recognise his former lovers from a distance, he pondered. Maybe not.
Pieter strained his eyes to see if the person who was about to have her head blown away, was
Lindiwe Snr or Jnr.
“Kyk op, dammit (look up, dammit)!” exclaimed Pieter, with his finger on the trigger.
The woman at the bus stop had earphones plugged to her ears and to her mobile phone. Pieter
remembered Lindiwe Jnr was fond of doing that too. He had often scolded her for walking in public
with earphones on, as she would not hear approaching cards, trains, busses, or any other vehicles
which may be close to running over her.
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The woman in the firing line was of the same height and build of both Lindiwe Snr and Jnr.
“Kan nie wees nie (it can’t be),” hissed the cop.
It was like a force of gravity was making Pieter’s trigger finger spring into action. He was not sure
how long he would be able to hold out for before the shotgun fired its first ammunition of the day.
The Lieutenant narrowed his eyes as much as he could in a bid to get a look at the person at the bus
stop. He was sort of sure that the person was not Lindiwe Snr or Lindiwe Jnr, but he had been wrong
before in his life. He would not be able to live with himself if he assassinated one of the girls who
had been closest to him.
The wind had also picked up and began to blow the rain drops towards Pieter. He shook his head in
disgust and crawled from his position in the lounge of the apartment to grab his hooded police
jacket.
Once he had the jacket on, he crawled back to his shooting position.
“Fok dit (fuck it),” he muttered.
The girl at the bus stop was gone. What ever happened to his policy of seizing the moment?
His eyes gazed over the terrain below in search of another black target.
It did not take him long to spot a black mother with her two young daughters walking on the
pavement. Hold on a moment, one of the small kids was not black. She looked to be mixed race.
Could the father of the child be white, as was the case with Pieter and Lindiwe Jnr?
Again, Pieter hesitated. It seemed like this shooting would never happen. Every time he got into the
zone to pull the trigger an obstacle seemed to block his mind.
The wind pushed the hood of the jacket against Pieter’s face, and he removed his supporting hand
from the shot gun to push the head cover piece of the garment away.
As a cop he had shot at people in the rain in the townships many times before, but he had never
been obstructed by the hood of his jacket.
His focus turned back to the women with the two children. They had walked a good fifty metres
closer to him by now. Hitting the target would now be easier than ever. He could not miss. He was
seeing it as big as a pumpkin.
Then his hearing picked up a conversation on the television screen. He picked up on a promotional
30 seconder on-screen that was talking about a debate that would be broadcast later that day. The
topic was about land expropriation without compensation and the pro’s and cons of it.
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So, it was true, thought Pieter. The blacks now had the vote and were on a mission to take the land
from white people. This had happened in several other African countries once they had obtained
independence from their colonialists so why should South Africa be any different.
The downside was that most of these African countries now had huge challenges to face on their
own, from unemployment to food shortages and more.
Pieter’s face turned red with rage. His father was right, he thought, the blacks cannot organise a piss
up in a brewery!
Pieter gripped his weapon tightly and moved it into a shooting position. He remembered how one
of his cop colleagues had joked about shooting a shotgun at a group of black people in the townships.
One did not need to aim too much when shooting at the masses. Just pull the trigger and one would
be sure to hit someone, the colleague had boasted.
Pieter was far more meticulous than that. He could shoot within less than a centimetre of any target
out there. Missing by much was not a part of his repertoire.
Pieter stared at his target. Bloody hell, the woman and the two kids were climbing into a taxi! He
tried to change his shooting target to the driver of the taxi, but there was a pole in the way. The
black taxi driver and his passengers would live on.
Erasmus, jy raak te oud vir die spel. Skie en daarnaar kan n mens terug sit en dinge bekyk (Erasmus,
you are getting too old for this game. Shoot first and then afterwards you can analyse the situation).
Pieter watched as the taxi drove off with his would-be corpses inside. He began to look for his next
prey. Well, well, well! A man, in his early thirties, dressed in blue jeans and an ANC t-shirt walked
along the pavement at speed.
Pieter settled into his shooting position.
Stadig, mik en skiet (slowly, aim and shoot), Erasmus.
Pieter began to put pressure on his trigger finger. The weapon was moments away from firing. Then
a white man ran up to the black target and the two men began to enter a conversation. The black
hugged the white one. The spirit of a unified South Africa was ever-present. Pieter could not fire the
weapon as the white man’s body was blocking the black target.
“Stap weg, fokker (step away fucker),” said a frustrated Pieter about the white guy.
The conversation went on for a good two minute and Pieter was getting more aggressive by the
second.
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It was almost like God was sending some angels to protect his targets. Surely God did not want a
country where the whites were oppressed by the blacks, as this was the opposite to what the blacks
had been through during Apartheid?
Pieter took his left hand off the shotgun and patted the photograph of Lindiwe Snr which lay on the
floor next to him.
“Soon this will all be over, Lindiwe, very soon, my parents will be very proud of me,” said the
Lieutenant.
He placed his hand back on the weapon to support it.
The black man was walking off with the white person, but Pieter could still not get the shot in for
fear of shooting the white guy.
The Lieutenant shook his head.
“Lindiwe, is it you who is playing games with me?” he asked out of frustration.
There was no answer from the spirit. Time was ticking A task that had seemed so easy, had become
so complex.
Pieter’s heart felt heavy. Maybe that is how the Apartheid era assassins felt too before they pulled
the trigger or detonated a bomb, he thought.
He looked towards the sky. What was he seeing? A rainbow? He wiped some rain from his face and
looked back. The rainbow had disappeared. Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus could be forgiven for thinking
that he was losing his mind.
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Chapter 16 - Trigger Reaction, or Not
The great Nelson Mandela was an advocate for equality for all the people of South Africa.
Pieter had his mind transformed to believe that, but the loss of Lindiwe Snr and now Lindiwe Jnr,
had taken him back to his racist roots which had been installed in him by his parents.
The Lieutenant listened as another television promo drew the attention of viewers to be land debate
which would take place later that day.
Pieter shook his head. If Mandela was such a great leader, then why was the country in the shambles
that it is currently in? The faults surely cannot forever, and a day be put at the door of Apartheid.
The ANC government had been in power for over sixteen years and the black people were restless.
Sure, they had the vote like their white counterparts, but inroads to alleviating the housing,
employment and land issues had been slower than slow.
Despite the opposition parties calling for white-owned land to be returned to the blacks, few knew
the actual truth, in that a large percentage of South Africa’s land is government-owned rather than
by the Afrikaner boere (farmers).
“Never, never and never again shall it be that this beautiful land will again experience the
oppression of one by another.” Pieter knew the famous voice of Mandela that was being played on
the television.
Then the former President commented on the land issue from his speech at the KwaZulu Natal land
reform pilot programme on 26 March 1995: “With freedom and democracy last year, came
restoration of the right to land. And with it, the opportunity to address the effects of centuries of
dispossession and denial.”
Pieter gritted his teeth. This land issue was going to be a problem. He felt that the Afrikaner needed
to act quickly before land grabs became a way of life like what had happened in Zimbabwe.
The Lieutenant, like many other white people, were of the clear belief that the ANC had been given
its chance and had blown it.
However, with close to two thirds of the black majority living in South Africa, refusing to vote out
the ANC, for fear of opening the door to the return of some sort of Apartheid from the official
opposition in the form of the Democratic Alliance, the people adopted an ‘ANC until I die’ approach,
irrespective of the consequences.
Of course, the Democratic Alliance had no intention to bring back Apartheid, but that notion had
been implanted into the minds of many black people. The fact that the Democratic Alliance’s top
brass happened to be of white skin colour, only enhanced the viewpoint.
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By caring out his hit on black people walking peacefully at the Lilian Ngoyi Square in Pretoria, Pieter
wanted to send a message to the ANC government that the Afrikaner should not be forgotten.
Already there were talks of Afrikaners undergoing secret military training too safeguard their
families and properties should South Africa descend into a civil war situation if landgrabs got out of
hand.
In return, the ANC had pioneered a set of deadlines for unlicenced firearms to be handed in at police
stations around the country and for these weapons to be destroyed. Many Afrikaners viewed this as
the ANC’s way of disarming their opponents.
Pieter, crouching low in shooting mode, looked for a black target. He needed to make this happen
as soon as possible before another delay came his way.
Despite looking to the right side of the square, his well-trained policeman’s eye caught on to some
activity on the left of the open space. A bag snatch was happening. Two black men were busy
mugging a black woman, in her twenties. They had grabbed her sling bag and were demanding of
her to hand over her mobile phone.
The woman was screaming hysterically. Attention from onlookers was mounting and that is the
worst fear of a criminal. The two men cut their losses, turned on their heels and attempted to make
a quick getaway.
From his position on the balcony on the fifth floor of the building overlooking the square, realised
that he could shoot the two men with effortless ease, as they unknowingly ran in his direction.
Pieter took aim at the first man, who was wearing a blue cap, red top and torn jeans.
“Totsiens, jou fokker (goodbye, you fucker)!” said Pieter loudly, and then he pulled back on the
trigger of the weapon.
He waited to hear that wonderful sound of ammunition discharging.
However, the pulling of the trigger was followed by silence.
For some reason, the shotgun refused to fire. Pieter tried again and again but to no avail.
This was particularly unusual as Pieter was a man who spent hour after hour checking his weapons
and ammunition. He had never had a malfunction on his weapons before.
He noted the bullets in the chamber ready for launching, but for some reason the pulling back of the
trigger would not send the bullet on its way to its destination.
The two criminals on the square were long gone by now. Not only had Pieter failed as a policeman,
he had also failed as an assassin.
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He got a feeling in the spirit that he was being laughed at. It reminded him of being made fun of
during his school days. He hated being bullied. He was not a bully himself and demanded respect
from others.
“Ja, Lindiwe Snr en Lindiwe Jnr, lekker lag (yes, Lindiwe Snr and Lindiwe Jnr, laugh nicely),” he
uttered, as he looked at the grey sky which covered Pretoria.
“Onthou net die ou woorde dat die laaste lag, lag die lekkerste (just remember the old words that
the last laugh, laughs the best).”
He was not sure if Lindiwe Snr or Lindiwe Jnr had heard him or even caught on to what he had said
in Afrikaans, but right now he was more interested in sorting out his weapon.
That soap opera that he had seen earlier was back on the television screen. The black man was still
in bed with the much younger white woman.
Pieter took a cloth from his bag and wiped down the barrel of the shotgun. He then carefully ran the
cloth over the trigger-guard.
He made sure that the barrel of the weapon always pointed away from him as the last thing he now
wanted was for a bullet to leave the chamber and shoot him in the foot while he cleaned the
weapon.
He was almost certain that the firing problem lay with the chamber rather than the trigger. He had
heard a light clicking sound when he had attempted to pull the trigger earlier, but the bullet never
left the chamber.
Pieter was quite used to taking guns apart. It had been a part of his training at police college many
years back. Dissembling and assembling a gun was like driving a car. It was something that one learns
and never forgets, even if you do not touch the gun or car for many years.
The chamber of the shotgun rubbed against Pieter’s police hoody jacket and left a greasy strain. The
Lieutenant curses himself for being clumsy.
He tried to wipe the grease mark off with his cloth but that only made things worse. Eventually he
conceded defeat on this front and returned his focus to the job at hand.
It was a good half an hour before Pieter had his shotgun back in one piece. He boldly crawled over
to his shooting position on the balcony and what he saw next did not please him too much.
While the Lilian Ngoyi Square was a hive of activity with black people rushing to and fro, two police
vehicles had stopped near the bus stop below.
Four cops, presumably the occupants of the police vehicles stood in conversation on the pavement,
in the rain which had slowed down to nothing more than a light drizzle.
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Pieter cursed again. He should have committed the deed long ago and been home by now. Yet here
he was, ready for action, but with four cops seemingly involved with chit-chat on the pavement.
He tried to see if he could recognise the faces of the four black cops but was unable too. He
immediately decided not to have a pot-shot at one of the cops even though they were black. That
would simply be too risky. All four cops were armed with their service pistols and like Pieter, would
have a shot gun or rifle in the boot of their vehicle. If Pieter fired a shot at one of them, irrespective
if he hit the target or missed, they would surely radio for back-up support and his chances of getting
away would be lessened.
“Gaan werk, julle ly fokkers (go to work you lazy fuckers),” cursed Pieter towards his colleagues.
It would be a good ten minutes before the cops dispersed back to their vehicles in pairs. Once the
cop cars had driven off, Pieter let out a sigh of relief.
The last thing that he wanted was for his masterplan to fall flat at the feet of his cop colleagues.
Again, he looked down at the picture of Lindiwe Snr on the floor next to his shooting position.
If only things had been different, but Lady Destiny was not playing in his favour. Then he pondered
on the disappearance of Lindiwe Jnr.
Pieter began to wonder what sort of game his police colleagues were playing against him. He was
adamant that they knew where Lindiwe Jnr was.
He caught an eye on the content on the television screen where the black man was making love to
the white woman in the soap opera. If the colours had been the other way round, that could have
been him and Lindiwe Snr.
Since the New South Africa had come into being, most white citizens believed that the world owed
them a favour now that they were getting the wrong end of the stick, with the ANC in charge. Sharing
was not a part of the mindset of most whites. ‘Sharing with blacks? No man, you must be crazy’ was
the usual conclusion which is why South Africa has and will continue to take much longer to find
healing and reconciliation from the past than expected.
Of course, there is no body deafer than those who don’t want to listen, hence Mandela’s Rainbow
Nation dream could well remain just that – a dream – for the foreseeable future.
Black hatred continued to flow through Pieter’s heart. He reckoned that there were about two
hundred black people walking across the square and he battled to see a white face anywhere. Yes,
thought Pieter, the shooting must go ahead.
He got back into his crouching position and put the shot gun on its target line. With his right index
finger wrapped around the trigger, Pieter was ready for action.
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In his mind, he could hear his former school colleagues ridiculing him.
“Hey, hoendervleis man (hey, chicken meat man).” The laughter from those mean bullies from days
gone by was deafening. He had never been popular at school. He was not great at sport or academic
and was scoffed at.
All his classmates had a t-shirt with their matric date on. Pieter’s t-shirt was dateless because his
classmates reckoned that he was so stupid that they were not sure what year he would finish matric.
This made Pieter into an introvert. He kept much to himself for many years after school. Then having
completed training at the police college, he had met Colonel Jaap Cornelius, who took a liking to the
younger cop.
Jaap believed in Pieter and offered to mentor him.
At last, someone who thought that Pieter had talent. So, the story continued with Pieter becoming
the best shooter and maintaining a high fitness level.
Now crouching in a shooting position overlooking the squad, Pieter seemed to be on a road to
nowhere. Even his mentor, Jaap, appeared to be playing a game with him over Lindiwe Jnr’s
disappearance. Pieter took it as if even Jaap, his closest friend, was making fun of him.
The racist, aggressive side of Pieter was on display. He would never again try and be someone that
he was not. He was not a liberal. He was a white man who was born superior to any black person.
At least that is what his parents had taught him.
“Pieter, jy het meer breins as hulle (Pieter you have more brains than them),” his father had once
said, about the blacks.
If Lindiwe Snr or Lindiwe Jnr had walked through the apartment door right now, it was highly unlikely
that Pieter would have drifted from his plan.
‘I will show them,’ was his mindset. For Pieter, it was now too late to turn back. The emotional and
psychological damage had been done. It was time to do what he had dreamed of for quite some
time.
He could only imagine how South Africa’s soldiers felt on the border between South West Africa
(now Namibia) and Angola in the 1980s. They were on a mission to defend the border and to teach
the Liberation Struggle fighters who was boss.
In those days, the white South African army was thought of as one of the best on the continent.
Those white South Africans who refused to do two years of national service after matric or who
refused to carry a gun, found themselves jailed on charges of treason.
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Pieter was ready to do his bit for his country, but not in the way that the ANC government would be
proud of.
He noted a black man, clutching on to a Chicken Licken packet, walking across the square towards
him. Pieter took careful aim. The target was less than forty metres away and would be an easy hit.
“I will always be here for you no matter what actions you carry out.”
This was the voice of the white woman in bed with the black man in the soap opera on the television
screen, but the words cut like a knife in Pieter’s heart.
As much as he wanted to pull the trigger, he just could not. Was the aggressive Lieutenant Pieter
Erasmus becoming soft?
He lowered the shot gun. A strong man was close to tears. How he wanted to pull the trigger and to
cause carnage in the black community, but something deep down inside had latched on to the words
that he had heard on the television. Pieter was from being the next Barend ‘Wit Wolf’ Strydom. He
was set to go on another mission. He could feel it in his bones. Something big would happen to him.
Whether Lindiwe Jnr would be back to see it, that was another story.
The Lieutenant gazed over the square. He could have created chaos. Perhaps chaos was still to come
at another venue?
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Chapter 17 - The Colour of Money
Confused, frustrated, annoyed and disappointed in himself and the world. That is how Lieutenant
Pieter Erasmus felt as he gazed out of a rain-covered window in a coffee shop in Pretorius Street,
Pretoria.
He had two golden opportunities to change the destiny of South Africa and had failed to walk
through the doorway of each. The Lieutenant had chickened out on both occasions. Perhaps he was
not the brave defender of white South Africans that his family believed he was?
Dressed in a light blue short sleeve shirt and jeans, Pieter took in a sip of coffee. He was fast
beginning to believe that he was the only one who really thought that South Africa was on a road to
hell under the ANC. If others, in particular whites, held the same belief, then why weren’t they
making their voices heard through actions?
Farmers were being killed on the farms, yet the world stayed quiet. There was no doubt in Pieter’s
mind that the farm killings were politically motivated, even if the ANC refused to acknowledge this
fact.
He thought about those young South African men who had perished in the Angola border war,
defending South Africa from the so-called communist onslaught that was heading south in the late
1980s.
The lives of these brave, young soldiers were cut short in their early twenties because of decisions
that were taken in Pretoria by the Apartheid regime. Now those Apartheid leaders had run for cover
for were enjoying their pensions, while the ANC ruled the country.
The same applied to many white South African policemen and women who had lost their lives in
attempting to bring the country’s crime rate to a level of controllability.
Pieter shook his head and put some more milk into his coffee, but something caused him to spill
some of the milk on to the table rather than into his cup.
Outside on the pavement, a black and white showdown was taking place. A middle-aged Afrikaner
had jumped from his brown Toyota Hilux vehicle to confront a taxi driver, who had nearly collided
with the man’s vehicle.
“Julle fokkers ken nie die reels van die pad nie (you fukkers don’t know the rules of the road)!”
screamed the man, large in build, and armed with a pistol.
The taxi driver shouted back in Sotho language, waving his arms in disgust. A situation which had to
do with an infringement of the law was about to turn political.
A crowd was now starting to gather on the pavement. Black men began to hurl abuse at the
Afrikaner. It did not matter to the onlookers as to who was right or wrong in the matter. When a
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white man, armed with a pistol, shouted at a black man, that was enough to light a fuse for a possible
explosive situation.
Pieter watched on from inside the coffee shop and could see the hatred in the eyes of both parties.
The blacks on the pavement still saw whites as being privileged and what angered the majority even
more was that the government was doing little about levelling the playing fields. Sure, the ANC and
other black parties spoke a good game when it came to free education, free housing, free electricity,
and free water, but few of these promises had turned into reality.
It was a case of the privileged blacks going on to live a good life and forgetting about the poorest of
the poor.
A middle-aged Zulu man armed with a panga attempted to charge at the Afrikaner, but he was
restrained by other members on the pavement. At least some common sense had prevailed for the
moment anyway.
“Ek is nie bang vir julle bliksems nie (I am not scared of you bastards)!” yelled the white man.
Nelson Mandela’s Rainbow Nation dream was hanging by a thread. While chaos reigned on the
pavement, two black youngsters took the opportunity to try and raid a television shop nearby. A
rock was thrown towards the shop window causing it to shatter. The Indian shop owner pushed the
panic button below the counter at the front of the shop, as the two thugs made off with two
television sets. Two security guards arrived on the scene to safeguard the shop from further looting.
Pieter glared at the goings-on. It was just another normal day in the capital city of South Africa, and
he was convinced that things were getting worse rather than better.
On the pavement, things were getting more heated by the minute.
“You fucking boer, go back to Holland!” shouted a black man, armed with a wooden club.
Several politicians had brainwashed the blacks to believe that South Africa belonged to those of
colour and the Afrikaners should be chased back to their roots in Europe.
The white man was outnumbered by about twenty-five to one. What the pavement brigade did not
know, was that the white man had done combat training guarding mines for the rich in the
Democratic Republic of Congo.
Under his jacket, was a well concealed hand grenade, plus spare ammunition for his pistol. The man
shared the sentiment that Pieter had often thought about. He did not mind going being clubbed to
death, but he was adamant that several of his opponents would also meet their maker on this very
day.
The man’s eyes glared at the black onslaught in front of him, as he raised the pistol to shooting
height.
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“Pull the fucking trigger!” screamed another black man.
“Just do it!”
For a moment, Pieter thought that the Afrikaner would lower his weapon, but then a moment of
madness happened. Pieter heard a shot go off from the man’s pistol. The Afrikaner had the courage
to follow through where Pieter had earlier stopped.
The Zulu man with the club took a bullet to the side of the face and let out a screeching sound as he
fell to the ground.
As the black men charged towards the Afrikaner, another two bullets exited the chamber of the
weapon, while the man pulled the pin on the hand grenade before throwing it a good ten metres
into the crowd. Several of those on the pavement tried to run away. Five black men breathed their
last with one taken care of by a bullet and another four perished courtesy of the hand grenade blast.
The Afrikaner was eventually wrestled to the ground and disarmed of his pistol by two black men,
who handed out a severe beating to him. Onlookers filmed the scene with their mobile phones.
By now, the crowd on the pavement had reached more than a hundred and the chant of ‘Kill the
Boer, kill the farmer’ was deafening.
Sirens could be heard in the distance, as police vehicles rushed to the scene to restore the peace.
With his face covered in blood from a wound above his right eye, the white man was hauled to his
feet.
“You will rot in jail for this!” shouted one of the men who was holding the Afrikaner’s arms firmly
behind his back.
“F.W. de Klerk can’t save you this time!”
“An eye for an eye!” shouted another black man on the pavement, meaning that one white person
needed to be killed for every black who perished.
The white man spat out some blood in the direction of the blacks on the pavement.
Two ambulances arrived and paramedics did their best to help two of the men who had been
wounded in the grenade blast.
Pieter sat motionless inside the coffeeshop. There was little that he could do. Being in civilian
clothing, he would be just another white Afrikaner by the people on the pavement.
To most whites, all blacks were criminals and to most blacks, whites were still the oppressors,
irrespective of who was ruling the country.
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The next vehicle to arrive was one from the mortuary. Two officials began to throw silver foil-like
covers over the deceased.
The police had to use teargas and stun grenades to get the Afrikaner away from the angry mob.
Eventually, the cops managed to reach the man who had a smirk on his face. Despite being
handcuffed, he seemed pleased with the anarchy that he had caused. Rotting in jail was not a
problem to him. In his eyes one could sense that he felt that he had done his country proud.
The crowd on the pavement seemed to be increasing by the second and by now, more cops had
arrived to assist. The heckling of the cops was almost louder than the threats against the arrested
man.
The message was simple. The crowd wanted mob justice, but in a democracy like South Africa, this
was simply not possible. The law needed to run its course.
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus watched on from his table inside of the coffeeshop. Fortunately, the hand
grenade thrown by the Afrikaner man, was sent off in the opposite direction to where Pieter was.
Still the explosion and chaos on the pavement, was enough to make the shop-owner to shut the
doors of the business.
The cop gazed on. He recognised several of his police colleagues who were doing their best to gain
control of the situation. Normally, he would have helped them, but Pieter was of the view that his
employers were playing Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr against him. He was adamant that the cops knew
where Lindiwe Jnr was and that they were withholding this information from him.
Fok hulle (fuck them), thought Pieter, with reference to the police. For now, he would play the lone
ranger role.
He stared at the Afrikaner man. It was almost like he was seeing a mirror image of himself. The man
had pulled off a type of Barend ‘Witwolf’ Strydom Part II act.
If anything, the Afrikaner man’s shooting of black people on the pavement outside, inspired Pieter.
The big difference here was that when it was Pieter’s turn, he was adamant that he would be able
to do it in such a strategic way, that he would not get caught.
Pieter figured it out like that of a bank robbery. You do not go into a bank and rob it for just R100.
You either go big and get a few million Rands or you don’t do it at all. The same applied here. Either
a good many of the opposition needed to die, or else it was not worth doing.
The Afrikaner man was loaded into the back of a police vehicle, which left the scene at speed despite
having objects thrown at it by the irate crowd.
This reeked of the Apartheid days, with the only difference being it was a majority black police force
which was now laying down the law.
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By now, the paramedics and mortuary staff had cleared away almost all the crime scene. Members
of the ANC and other parties stood in deep conversation about what had just happened.
Having seen almost the whole episode play out, Pieter was sure that the Afrikaner man was just a
loner who had got caught in a state of road rage, which then turned political within seconds. The
cops were not to know that as they arrived minutes later. To them it was a political showdown.
Pieter had no plan of giving a witness statement. Why should he help a force that was not prepared
to help him?
The Lieutenant finished his coffee and paid the bill. The Afrikaner guy who had been arrested would
almost certainly be denied bail by the court, and this would be for his own protection.
Of course, the story would make headline television news and how this would polarise the country
was anyone’s guess. Nelson Mandela had managed to avoid further bloodshed by calming the
people after the assassination of Chris Hani in 1993, but things were different now.
The ANC was calling the shots and under huge pressure from other parties in terms of being too
lenient with the white minority.
A bleeping sound broke out on Pieter’s mobile phone and he took the device from the right-side
pocket of his jeans to read the message.
It was a SAPS alert. Two right wing men believed to be members of the militant right wing Boeremag
had avoided capture on a farm outside of Polokwane in the Limpopo Province. The country seemed
to be at the mercy of right-wing Afrikaner crackpots who would do the unthinkable in a bid to
destabilise the New South Africa.
Pieter grinned. Isn’t that what he had become? Certainly, if he had opened fire on Lillian Ngcoyi
Square, he would have been just as bad as the Boeremag.
Hardloop, manne, hardloop (run, guys, run), he thought. For all the stress that the police had added
to his life, he hoped that these on-the-loose Afrikaners would make life into a misery for the cops.
In Pieter’s mind the answer was simple. If the cops told him where Lindiwe Jnr was, then things
would be different. Until then, he had no plan on helping his former employers. Unbeknown to
Pieter, the cops had no idea where Lindiwe Jnr was. They were as keen to get to find her as Pieter
was.
There was another bleeping sound on Pieter’s mobile phone. Another message, but this time from
the other side of the spectrum.
“Fok it (fuck it),” muttered Pieter under his breath, but loud enough to draw the attention of the
waitress whom he had just paid for his coffee.
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Two of his closest friends in the police, Constable Jannie Venter and Constable Mark Bruintjies, were
ambushed while attending to a crime scene in Mabopane, outside of Pretoria the night before.
Venter, just twenty-four years of age, was killed instantly in a hail of bullets, while Bruintjies was
fighting for his life in hospital, after being clubbed by a mob who relieved him of his service pistol.
Venter was white, Bruintjies was coloured, but skin colour did not seem to matter now.
Pieter shook his head. Venter’s wife had given birth to their first child last week and the father was
so upbeat about life. Now the child would grow up without having even seen their dad.
This scenario was a common occurrence in South Africa across the political domain. Hundreds of
black kids grew up without a father after the brutal onslaughts of the Apartheid regime’s law
enforcers against activists.
Was South Africa really experiencing reverse Apartheid? Were the conservative-minded Afrikaners
right in saying this?
Was Mandela’s Rainbow Nation dream all over bar the shouting?
Was there still a space for the white, coloured, and Asian minority in South Africa?
Were South Africa’s democratic best days now behind them? Could things get any worse?
Lots of questions but very few answers. The battle was on for power, land, and money.
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus wiped his brow and his face turned whiter than normal as he spotted
someone across the street from the coffeeshop!
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Chapter 18 - The Missing Man
“What do you mean you can’t find Erasmus?” fumed Colonel Jaap Cornelius over the phone to
investigator Wayne Burgess.
“Your team was supposed to be keeping a close eye on the Lieutenant at the hospital. You can’t
expect my team to do everything!”
Following the observing of the racial showdown and hand grenade blast in Pretoria, Lieutenant
Pieter Erasmus had turned off his mobile phone and had removed his sim card from the device.
Jaap was in a state of panic. First Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr had gone missing during an explosion in the
Vosloo Grill and now the special investigative unit were unable to keep an eye on the Lieutenant,
who had been booked into a military hospital for treatment.
In not trusting the investigators, Jaap dialled Pieter’s mobile phone number, but as expected, the
call went straight to the Lieutenant’s voicemail.
Jaap knew Pieter as well as he knew the back of his hand. He knew that his protégé had not
disappeared into thin air as was the case with Lindiwe Jnr. The Colonel knew that Pieter had a
strategy. The Lieutenant knew the cop set up and was as fed up with it as Jaap was. Afterall, it was
Pieter who had initially agreed with Jaap to assassinate Nelson Mandela, but somewhere along the
way, had a change of heart. Jaap put the blame of Pieter’s U-turn firmly on the shoulders of Lindiwe
Jnr. If Pieter had done what he was supposed to have actioned, then South Africa could quite
possibly still have been in the hands of the white minority. Civil war? What civil war? South Africa’s
Apartheid regime would have still had the arms and ammunition to see off any onslaught. After all,
the Apartheid military was rated as the best in Africa until 1994.
Jaap and his team needed to find Lindiwe Jnr or Pieter before the investigative unit did. The Colonel’s
mind continued to run in overdrive. Was Pieter hiding Lindiwe Jnr or at worst, did the Lieutenant
know where the girl was?
The Colonel puffed out his cheeks. Retirement from the police could not come sooner for him. He
knew that Pieter was a schemer after-all, it was he, Jaap, who had taught him how to wheel and
deal. Jaap knew the police force and the world of crime inside and out. He had always tried to live
an honest life, but where did that get him. A policeman’s retirement package was not the largest on
a good day. Anyway, he was better off than many of his white South African colleagues, who had
descended into poverty since the arrival in power of the ANC in 1994.
The government’s Black Economic Empowerment (BEE) policy held a firm bias to correct the past,
with many jobs going the way of the blacks, as opposed to the whites.
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Many young white South Africans were eyeing a life abroad in feeling that there was no future for
them left in their own country. Many of these talented youngsters were watching the corruption
and lawlessness and felt that South Africa, was sliding closer and closer to being a banana republic.
Many believed that it was only Cape Town that was still able to be a 1 st world part of the country.
The Western Cape, in which Cape Town and the House of Parliament is situated, was the only
province in the country that was not run by the ANC. The Democratic Alliance (DA), the official
opposition, had unseated the ANC at the provincial elections a while back. However, the DA was
struggling to make inroads into the black majority as their leadership mainly consisted of white
people. The white vote in the Western Cape was not enough to keep the DA in power there, but
another minority group in the form of the coloured people, had also decided that they had enough
of the ANC.
Many coloured people felt that they had played a key role in the liberation struggle prior to the fall
of Apartheid but were now seen by the rulers of the day as being ‘one shade to light’. The coloured
people were the meat in the sandwich.
Previously under Apartheid, white was at the top, coloured in the middle and black at the bottom.
When the sandwich flipped over, black went to the top, white to the bottom, but the coloured
people were still stuck in the middle.
When a coloured sports person was chosen for a predominantly white national team, the
government still saw the team as ‘lilywhite’. It seemed that the only time that the ANC was serious
about the coloured people was when they wanted their vote at election time.
So, the coloured population, which resided mainly in the Western Cape, would hurt the ruling party
where it pained most. They would vote for the DA and the ANC would struggle to win the Western
Cape province. Not that the coloured people liked the DA, but it was just about choosing between
the two devils, in political terms.
Many ANC stalwarts who had issues with their party would simply vote the same election after
election. It was an ‘ANC til I die’ mindset. Nelson Mandela had brought a democracy to South Africa
and they would support him forever and a day. The rulers had even gone as far as to brainwash the
less educated voters that if they cast their ballot for the DA, then the official opposition would see
to it that Apartheid would return to the country.
The fact that the vast majority had no jobs, or much-promised houses, seemed to count for little on
election day. The ANC promised much, and their leaders were of the same skin colour as the masses.
With a population nearing 52 million by 2010, the most optimistic ANC supporter would struggle to
believe that the party would be able to provide salaried jobs for nowhere near two thirds of the
people, let alone more.
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To many white South Africans like Colonel Jaap Cornelius, the country was going one way – down
the drain!
………………………
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus’ eye sockets stretched to the maximum as he stared at a person across
the street from the coffeeshop.
Lindiwe Jnr! He tried to force his way through the doorway and then on to a crowded pavement
where onlookers and media people were watching the last moments of the clean
Dressed in a red top and blue denim jeans, a young black woman was about to walk across the street
at the traffic light, while in conversation with two other young ladies.
There was something about this scene that seemed so real, thought Pieter. No, there was something
about this scene that he had seen before.
The way the girl was dressed… the people around her… it was exactly what he had seen in a dream
earlier in the week.
“Lindiwe!” shouted Pieter, as many of those on the pavement turned towards him to see what all
the fuss was about.
The girl did not react but instead started to walk across the street.
“Lindiwe!” yelled the Lieutenant again.
The girl started to walk quicker, and Pieter reacted by upping his pace.
Pieter remembered the red dragons that he had seen in his dream. There was no sign of them and
that was pleasing to him. He had no time to think of whether the dragons from the dream were
demonic or whether they were a symbol of something else. All he remembered was that the dragons
had been keen on ripping his parents and their house apart.
As Pieter tried to cross the busy street to get to the girl, the traffic light changed, and a taxi nearly
wiped him off his feet.
The cop fell forward but managed to remain on his feet. When he looked up, the girl had
disappeared. In a moment of frantic madness, Pieter charged across the street, forcing drivers of
vehicles to hit the brakes and hoot at him.
Pieter did not care. He was a man on a mission. He looked up and down the street but there was no
sign of the girl whom he thought was Lindiwe Jnr.
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The Lieutenant had a clear view of up to two hundred metres to his left and right and unless the girl
was an Olympic sprinter, there was no way that she could escape at such speed. However, the girl
in the red top and jeans had vanished into thin air again.
“Lindiwe Jnr!” shouted an out-of-breath Pieter as he came to a halt some one hundred metres on
the other side of the street.
He felt like he was losing his mind. Why was the girl not reacting to him when he called her name?
he was adamant that the girl was Lindiwe Jnr. Something was seriously wrong here. Had the cops or
some other third force drugged her into not knowing what her name was? Pieter was becoming
more and more convinced that he was being played by people who knew him. He wasn’t a fan of
being taken for a fool.
The cop sprinted fifty metres forward to the curb of the next street in the hope that he could spot
the girl.
He shook his head. Nothing was making any sense. Pieter was quick on his feet, but the speed at
which this girl had disappeared was frightening.
Pieter knew that his eyes were not playing tricks on him. He knew that the girl that he had seen was
Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr. He raised his left hand and pinched himself on his right upper arm. This time
he was not dreaming. This was very real.
He placed his left hand into the left side pocket of his jeans and felt something small that felt like
cardboard. It was the sim card from his mobile phone. He had earlier removed it from the device
just incase the cops tried to trace it to find him.
How he wanted to phone Colonel Jaap Cornelius but right now he could not trust anyone.
Pieter returned to the area near the coffeeshop and noticed the two other women that the girl had
been walking with.
“Good afternoon,” said the cop in his best English.
“I am looking to speak to the other lady who was with you a few moments ago. The young black
lady, dressed in the red top and jeans.”
The two white women, both in their early twenties, looked startled at the man’s approach.
“Sir, I am not sure what you are talking about,” said the nearest woman to him. The other one
nodded in agreement.
Pieter followed up.
“I saw you talking to the young black lady who then crossed the street,” he said.
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The shorter of the two women, a blonde dressed in a green blouse, looked at Pieter as if he were
crazy.
“My friend and I have just finished classes at the university and are on our way home,” she said.
“I don’t know which black woman you are referring too.”
Pieter ignored the blonde and turned his attention to the brunette, who was clutching a black sling
bag, which presumably contained her university books.
“What are you studying at the university?” asked Pieter.
“What has that got to do with you?” quipped the woman abruptly.
Pieter flashed his police badge and the attitudes of both women changed for the better.
“Look, officer, we are not looking for any trouble, its just that we don’t know anything about this
woman that you are talking about,” said the brunette, who identified herself as Claire Hogan.
“For the record, Deidre Haskins here and I are both studying accounting at the university. If there is
anything else that we can help with, we will be glad too, otherwise we really need to go.”
Pieter nodded.
There was something very mysterious about these two women. He had seen them passing some
chit-chat with the black girl, but he couldn’t force them to tell him something that they were dead
against doing.
For a moment, Pieter wondered if the two women were not paid actresses or had been planted on
the scene to throw him off track. If so, who were they reporting in too?
“Look, madams, there is something going on here that could change the South Africa that we know,
and I need to find that young black girl,” explained Pieter.
Claire looked at Deidre.
“Officer excuse me for asking but have you been drinking?” asked Claire.
Pieter gulped.
How he wished that he could have answered in the affirmative.
“I have only been drinking coffee,” he said.
“I would appreciate your help in anything that you know about that black girl.”
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Deidre wiped her long black hair away from her face. She was the more attractive of the two girls,
but Pieter got a feeling that Claire may have believed that she was.
“Perhaps if you give us your number and we will contact you if we hear or see anything,” smiled
Deidre.
Pieter shared his private mobile number with the two girls, since his police sim card was offline in
his pocket.
Pieter noticed a police vehicle stopped at the far side of the street and one of the cops was looking
in his direction. Had his cover been broken?
“Look, I need to go, but let’s stay in touch,” he said.
“Definitely,” grinned Deidre.
“Hopefully, we will have something stronger that coffee when we meet again.”
The girls giggled as they left.
“So, are you looking for a sugar daddy,” teased Claire, who thought that Pieter was out of earshot,
but he caught on to every word.
Pieter gritted his teeth and headed off down a side alley. Before turning away, he glanced at the cop
vehicle. The policeman in the front passenger seat was still staring his direction.
However, Pieter thought that if he had been spotted, the cops would have confronted him by now.
Once down the nearest alley, Pieter decided it was best to keep moving. He did not want to be
apprehended by the men in the blue uniforms. He needed to get to the bottom of what was going
on.
Why was Lindiwe Jnr ignoring him and running away? What about her two strange girlfriends? Claire
and Deidre seemed like they had just dropped in from Planet Pluto. They seemed totally oblivious
to the fact that a racial showdown plus a hand grenade explosion had taken place a few metres away
from them about half an hour earlier.
Or was it Pieter Erasmus who was in his own world. He always felt that the world was wrong, and
he was right, but he was beginning to think that perhaps the opposite was happening. Perhaps he
was the odd one out.
Pieter felt that something big was going down and he seemed to be the lost person on earth who
was privy to it. Was he being watched by the cops? Is that why the policeman was staring at him?
Were his employers one step ahead of his all the time? Pieter’s aggression levels were rising all the
time. Again, it was a case of if he could not find Lindiwe Jnr, then why should he give a damn about
the black majority and the New South Africa
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Chapter 19 - Stay or Go
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus looked at the screen of his private mobile phone device, but there were
no messages there. Then something made him reach into the left side pocket of his jeans and pull
out his police sim card. He gently placed it in the slot of his mobile phone and closed the back panel.
Moments later, it sounded like the Lieutenant had wont the National Lottery. His phone began to
make alert noises to inform that that text and other social media messages, as well as emails, were
landing on his device.
Of course, most of the messages were from Colonel Jaap Cornelius and his police colleagues who
were on the lookout for him. Did they really care about his wellbeing or were they more worried
that he may be up to know-good?
It was not long before Pieter’s phone did ring, and he immediately recognised the number on the
screen of the device.
Should he answer Jaap Cornelius’ call? If he did answer, would the cops track him down? Eventually,
Pieter decided to take the call.
“Jaap, wat is jou storie (Jaap, what is your story)?” asked Pieter in more rhetoric fashion than
anything else.
“Fok it, Erasmus, die hele wereld soek jou (fuck it, Erasmus, the whole world is looking for you),”
replied Jaap.
“Luister, kry my by my skoonseun se woonstel op Garsfontein so ses uur vanaand. Ek het werk vir jou
(listen, meet me at my son-in-law’s apartment in Garsfontein at about six o’clock this evening. I have
some work for you).”
“Jaap, jy gaan my nie oorhandig nie gaan jy (Jaap, you are not going to hand me over, are you)?”
asked the Lieutenant.
“Vertrou my, Erasmus (trust me, Erasmus), snapped Jaap and the call went dead.
Pieter knew exactly where’s Jaap’s son-in-law’s apartment was, but the question was how far could
he trust his mentor or more to the point, was Jaap still his mentor? Or was a trap being set to take
the Lieutenant down?
He immediately turned off his mobile phone and headed into a small hamburger shop where he
found a table and ordered a cheeseburger and soft drink from the waitress. His gutfeel was telling
him that Jaap Cornelius was playing fair. Surely, if the cops had wanted to track him down, they
would not wait until 18h00 this evening?
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Pieter and Jaap had often chatted about getting out of the police life and forming their own security
firm.
There were big bucks to be made on this front. However, it was not quite as simple as it seemed.
One needed to know the who is who of the business world. Then like most industries, along with
the job came a sense of jealousy. Why would the big wigs contract Jaap and Pieter and not give the
job to a black firm?
Since 1994, many black firms were formed as either fronts for white owners, or simply to cash in on
lucrative deals. Delivering the service was often the challenge. Often the cheapest of bricks and
cement would be used on buildings. The contractors knew that the structure would not last too long
and they would be recalled soon to redo the job, receiving another good payday in the process.
Jaap and Pieter were old school in this regard. They believe that they were only as good as their last
game and cherished their reputations in the workplace. They understood that the best form of
advertising was via word-of-mouth.
Seated furthest from the door of the small shop, Pieter kept his eyes peeled on the entrance. What
was he going to do if several cops walked through the door in search of him? He was not one to shy
away from a fistfight. Still in prime condition, he fancied his chances of victory if it came to a slugging
showdown.
Pieter’s pain threshold was very high, as was demonstrated when the intelligence unit tried to drown
him and force him to reveal details of the plot on what he knew about the future South Africa (as
detailed in Eric Blue’s debut novel, The Mandela Effect).
The waitress delivered the cheeseburger and soft-drink, and Pieter nodded in a way to say thank
you, however his mind was elsewhere.
Deep down inside, he was still seething over the second disappearance of Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr. Was
he getting too old to be a cop? How could he let Lindiwe Jnr disappear from his grasp, not only once,
but twice?
Why was Lindiwe Jnr so keen to ignore him? She must have heard his shouts when she was crossing
the busy street. What about those two women who had been chatting to her? Suddenly those two
claimed that they did not know who the black girl was.
Pieter felt like he was a part of a game of rugby. The only problem was that he was not playing but
was the rugby ball. He was being kicked from one touchline to the next and was not enjoying it one
bit.
Was Pieter losing his mind? Was the black girl really Lindiwe Jnr or someone who looked a lot like
her? Pieter went through the various options in his mind as he took in a bite of his cheeseburger.
Nothing was making any sense.
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He had been absent without leave from his post at the police for two days now. Perhaps that was
the reason why the cops were so keen to get hold of him? Was he blowing the Lindiwe Jnr drama
out of proportion? Surely the South African Police Service had better things to do than to try and
track down a crackpot Lieutenant whose girlfriend had disappeared into thin air in a blast in a pub?
Pieter glanced at the time on his mobile phone. It was 11h40 and there was still much time before
he had to head off to meet up with Jaap Cornelius.
For a moment, Pieter took his eyes off the doorway and gazed up at a television screen in the top
left corner of the shop above the cashier area. A news bulletin was being broadcast and although he
could not hear the sound from where he was seated, he could make out a story being aired on the
scene that had happened near the coffeeshop earlier.
He could clearly see the Afrikaner man’s face and how he had been manhandled by the blacks. The
footage did not show the earlier part of how the altercation started or the white man’s firing of a
pistol and throwing of a hand grenade.
If Pieter did not know any better, the story would have seemed to be bias, similar as to how the
Apartheid regime controlled the news content in the Old South Africa.
Again, Pieter realised that the scene that had played out could so easily have involved him if he had
carried out his hit on black people from the apartment overlooking the Lillian Ngcoyi Square in
Pretoria. He was becoming more and more convinced that a force from above had jammed the
chamber of the shot gun which had stopped him from assassinating black people on the square and
pavement area below.
The television insert ended, and another white minority story was grabbing the headlines. He
watched on as a clip was played about the two Boeremag members who had escaped from the grasp
of the police and security force members in the Limpopo province.
Like Pieter, the two Boeremag members were trying to stay clear of the cops. The difference was
that to the best of Pieter’s knowledge, he had not committed a crime, well not yet anyway.
Pieter felt his heart start to pump faster. It was a common reaction when he thought about what he
hoped to achieve for the sake of the white people in the country. He continued to chew on his
cheeseburger as he watched the rest of the insert on the Boeremag.
The hamburger shop had about ten people seated in it and the political mix was half black and half
white. Just as the percentage was, there seemed to be some support and jeering for the Boeremag
story.
The black staff working behind the counter felt that the Boeremag persons should be apprehended
and locked away for life without parole, as they were a threat to all South Africans of colour.
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Pieter overheard two white customers talking about the Boeremag and hoping that the men would
carry out what several other whites only talked about, and never actioned.
“Jaag hulle see toe want hulle kan nie swem nie (chase them to the sea because they can’t swim),”
said an Afrikaner woman to her husband, at the table nearest to the television.
A black man behind the counter glared at the woman, who clearly believed that black people would
not understand the Afrikaans language.
Little did the woman know, but the ideology of chasing the blacks into the sea was a part of the
Boeremag’s strategy, before several of their leaders were arrested and their ammunition got seized.
The plan that had been drafted seemed to be a ‘pie in the sky’ one. Little thought had been given as
to how the military of the day would react. All had been put in place based on no defensive reaction
from the South African police and army.
Another Afrikaner man, who was waiting for his takeaway hamburger meal, remarked: “Hardloop,
Boeremag, hardloop (run Boeremag, run).”
It reminded Pieter of the Stander Gang bank robbers of the 1980s, when the public cheered them
on to evade the cops.
The problem that the new South African military was facing in terms of right-wing groups such as
the Boeremag, was that many of their members had been a part of the South African military prior
to 1994. These people, who were largely Afrikaners, knew how to shoot weapons. Many had killed
black people along the way and had never been held accountable for their deeds by the ANC
government. Like the former National Party leaders in the Apartheid government, many of their
troops had got off scot-free and life went on, while some black families had to live without loved
ones or breadwinners.
Sharing had not been a part of the white South African’s life under Apartheid. Why should four
million whites share ‘their’ country with 40-odd million blacks. Since the demise of Apartheid, the
number of blacks living in South Africa had significantly increased. So too, had the crime rate, levels
of unemployment and other aspects which has made the country make news headlines for all the
wrong reasons.
To many conservative-minded white South Africans, African men were born with darker skin for
them to survive the son when they worked the land. That was just it, according to many stubborn
whites, the Africans were meant to work the land, not own it!
Of course, the ANC and other political parties who stood for the upliftment of the African lifestyle,
would see it differently.
Nelson Mandela had been a lawyer, so why could other blacks not be lawyers too? It was clear that
with South Africa having walked quite a distance down the road of democracy, a lot of learning still
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needed to happen for many members of the white minority to understand that they were actually
members of a black country, not a white one.
Just like P.W Botha had struggled to envisage a black man sitting in the presidential seat the Union
Buildings, many white people too, refused to believe that they were equal to the blacks. Equality
meant sharing and that was simply not on, to many who have lived privileged lives under white
minority rule.
Pieter’s mind went into scheming mode. He needed to stand up for his white brothers and sisters
and make the blacks realise that the whites still had a major role to play in South Africa. Without the
whites, thought Pieter, the country was destined to be a disaster sooner rather than later.
He did not need to think too hard to come up with just how he would action his masterplan. What
he needed was the right opportunity at the right time. He needed to pass through a doorway that
would take him to his destiny.
Who knows, perhaps tonight’s meeting with Jaap will give him that opportunity. The Lieutenant
could not stop wondering about what the evening meeting would be about. Was Jaap a secret
Boeremag member and set to recruit Pieter? Anything was possible now.
One of the main reasons why Pieter was keen on working alone on his plot, was because he found
many of his white brothers to be untrustworthy. The raid on the farm where the Boeremag had been
hiding in the Limpopo province was an example of this. How did the cops know that the Boeremag
were in hiding there? Simple, some white people spoke out when they should not have.
Pieter realised that he needed to tread cautiously and be careful what he said, even when it came
to speaking to Jaap.
He was fully aware that many walls had ears and eyes, and nobody could be trusted.
Many of the whites did not mind selling out their brothers if it meant that they could live peacefully.
Then Pieter had a shocking thought. If black and white people had moved so far apart in the New
South Africa, was this the reason why Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr had ignored him at the traffic light? Was
there now a fence between black and white like it had been in the Apartheid days?
Was Apartheid being reinvented and reinstalled either officially by the ANC government through its
Black Economic Empowerment policies or by other forces that were playing smaller roles on the
political terrain?
Pieter scratched his head. Everything had been so good with Lindiwe Jnr up until recently, what had
now changed?
After all these thoughts, he hoped that Jaap had not converted his mind to the New South Africa
too. The last thing that Pieter wanted was to spend his evening with a table of blacks who would
promise him the world and deliver little.
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Surely Jaap would not sell his soul to the devil, even if he was on the brink of retirement? Jaap’s
parents had been right wing Afrikaner Broerderbond people. The Broerderbond was an elitist group
for Nationalist-mind Afrikaner businessmen).
Then again, Pieter was fully aware how some New National Party people like Marthinus van
Schalkwyk had changed to the ruling party with effortless ease.
Other Nationalists had stood firm true to the pulse of their upbringing and had been swiftly swept
aside from South African politics into early retirement as the new regime asserted itself.
No, he was sure that Jaap was a conservative-minded cop to the core. Then again, every man had
his price!
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus had no price tag on his soul. He was a man on a mission to safeguard the
future of the white minority and if he perished in the process, then so be it. He was sure that his
God would smile on Him when he got to the foot of the White Throne of Judgement one day!
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Chapter 20 - Ring, Ring Goes the Telephone
Time goes by, so slowly… Time goes by, so slowly.
Madonna’s smash hit of 2005, entitled ‘Hung Up’, is playing on the radio of Lieutenant Pieter
Erasmus’ Toyota Corolla, as he made his way down the N1 highway towards Garsfontein for his
meeting with his mentor, Colonel Jaap Cornelius.
Ring, ring goes the telephone, the lights are on but there is no-one home…
Pieter knew the lyrics well, but he had to turn up the volume, as Madonna’s vocals were being
drowned out by the pelting hail that was landing on the vehicle’s windscreen.
Sometimes in life, one must take chances, and this was one of those occasions. Pieter had made his
call between trusting that Jaap was serious about meeting with him over a business proposal or
leading him into a South African Police Services trap.
Tick, tick, tock, it’s a quarter to two and I am done, I am hanging up on you…
The song was one of those that simply stuck in one’s mind.
It had no really meaning in Pieter’s life. In fact, he had never been keen on the lyrics. He had never
really thought about them until now.
The highway was busy as people headed home from work, with many beginning the daily long haul
back to Johannesburg from Pretoria.
Pieter took the Lynwood Road offramp and headed into the suburban area towards Garsfontein.
He heard a beeping sound on his mobile phone, and with one hand on the steering wheel, took his
communications device from his pocket.
Verandering van plan. Kry vir my sesuur by die Wingate Golfklub (change of plan. Find me at six o’
clock at the Wingate Golf Club).
Pieter pondered over the message. Why was there a sudden change in meeting venue? The Wingate
Golf Club was not far from the apartment where Jaap’s son-in-law lived. However, he still wondered
why the venue had been changed. Perhaps he was over-thinking the situation. Maybe there was no
threat to worry about.
As he drove towards Norval Street to get to the gate of the golf club, Pieter kept an eye for any
unwanted followers’ courtesy of his car’s rear-view mirror.
The road behind him seemed quiet. He noticed that the golf club parking area was quite full but that
made total sense as the golfers were probably all in the bar, downing some drinks after having their
golf round cut short due to the weather.
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There were certainly no cop cars in the parking area, not that the police would be stupid enough to
do a stakeout in marked vehicles.
Pieter realised that it was simply too late to turn back. Jaap Cornelius had never done him down in
the twelve years that they had worked together, so why would he now?
As he entered the golf club’s main door, two Afrikaners of large built passed by him. Pieter’s right
hand formed a fist. He was ready for whatever was coming his way. However, the two men were
not interested in him and were merely on their way out of the clubhouse on the way to their vehicles
to make the trip home.
Pieter did not need to ask for directions to the bar as he could hear the banter from far away.
Typically, the more the golfers drank, the louder they became, and braver in offering their opinions
in conversation.
As he entered the bar, he froze in the doorway. Rather expecting a bar full of Afrikaners, he was
surprised to see five black men standing in the corner, with one of them in deep conversation with
Jaap.
Pieter had no idea if Jaap was keen on golf or not but presumed that the black men must be caddies
at the club. Like most white South African men, Pieter found it hard to believe that black men were
effective in playing cricket, rugby, let alone golf.
The Apartheid regime had brainwashed whites into the mindset that soccer and road running were
the sports enjoyed by black people.
Pieter remembered his father’s racist jokes about how South African blacks should be world class
athletes over 100 metres, as they were used to running away from the cops. Then what about the
shotput athletes? The blacks were good at throwing stones and other objects when they protested
so surely, they could win an Olympic medal in the shot put?
The javelin competition would be right up their alley too, as they had thrown the spear for centuries.
Another reason why Pieter believed that the black men in conversation with Pieter were not golfers,
was because golf was an expensive game to play. First one had to book a round of golf. Then one
may need to hire a caddy or golf cart. What about a snack with something to drink at halfway house
after nine holes of play? Then it was inevitable, that all would end in the bar after the day’s play and
more cash would be spent.
How was Pieter supposed to know that the tall, slim built black man chatting to Jaap was none other
than Lucas Sithole, a senior consultant to the office of the Presidency.
Jaap turned around as if knowing that Pieter was watching him from the doorway and ushered to
the Lieutenant to join the group.
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Pieter was on the brink of turning around and heading back to his vehicle. The last thing that he now
wanted was to spend an evening with a bunch of blacks. He certainly had no plan on doing business
with them. He would almost surely be paid short or not at all. The Lieutenant was convinced that
anything went wrong with a business deal with black people, the white man would surely be the fall
guy.
Pieter froze in the doorway and Jaap had to excuse himself from the group to come over and fetch
him.
“Jaap, ek gaan nie n dop drink met daai swart fokkers nie (Jaap, I am not going to drink with those
black fuckers),” said Pieter sternly.
To avoid a scene, Jaap grabbed Pieter by the arm and escorted him out into the corridor.
“Luister, Erasmus, daar is geld op die spel hier, groot geld (listen, Erasmus, there is money on the go
here, big money),” explained the Colonel.
“Jy weet mos ons het altyd gepraat van n geleentheid om sekuriteitswerk te doen en baie geld te
maak? Wel, hier is ons kans (you know that we always spoke about an opportunity to make big
money in the security industry? Well, here is our chance).”
“Ken jy die naam ‘Lucas Sithole’ (do you know the name ‘Lucas Sithole’)?” asked Jaap.
Pieter wiped his brow with his right hand.
“Jy bedoel seker nie die voormalige Umkhonto we Sizwe man wat vrygelaat was in 1997, nada thy
sewe wittes in n ontploffing in Johannesburg vermoor het (you don’t mean the former Umkhonto
we Size man who was released in 1997 after murdering seven whites in a bomb explosion in
Johannesburg)?” muttered Pieter.
Jaap put his arm around Pieter’s shoulders to usher him further away from the bar entrance just
incase Lucas Sithole overheard part of the conversation.
“Erasmus, Sithole is besig om mense te soek om Marikana myn in die Noord-Wes optepas (Erasmus,
Sithole is looking for people to guard the Marikana mine in the North West),” stated Jaap.
“Die mynwekers soek meer geld en sal moontlik die plek afbrand (the miners want more money and
may burn the place down).”
“Janee, dis hoe ek hulle ken, vernietig alles (yes, that is how I know them, they destroy everything),”
quipped Pieter.
Jaap was getting frustrated with the Lieutenant.
“Dink vir eers, dis swart teen swart op Marikana (think for a moment, its black against black in
Marikana),” snapped the Colonel.
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Pieter gulped.
Jaap was right. Here was an opportunity for black miners to vent their anger against their own
people who were financially oppressing them.
All Pieter would have to do was to generate the operations plan and send his black security guards
into the front line of defence. If they got wiped out, it would be put down as being a tough day at
the office.
Perhaps this was why God, or some other force had stopped Pieter from carrying out his
assassinations at Lillian Ngcoyi Square in Pretoria. There were bigger fish to fry in terms of returning
the country to its rightful white owners, thought Pieter.
Again, Pieter subscribed to the belief installed in him by his conservative-minded parents, that black
people did not believe in God. They all made a visit to the witchdoctor to throw the bones. Chatting
to their ancestors was their understanding. The Christians would see things differently in believing
that once a person had passed on then the spirit left for immediately for the heavens above and all
that was left was a body in a box.
Of course, this was not true, but many white people believed it based on the scenario that black
people could not possibly be Christians if they behaved the way they did.
Pieter was still not convinced but Jaap took him by the arm and led him into the bar and over to
where the group of black men were standing.
“Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus, I would like to introduce you to Mr Lucas Sithole,” said Jaap with a grin,
as he went on to introduce Lucas’ colleagues to Pieter.
Once all had a fresh drink in their hand, Jaap led the way over to a table where they sat down.
“I trust Jaap has told you about the deal?” questioned Lucas, with his eyes firmly peeled on those of
Pieter.
“You mean about Marikana?” asked Pieter.
Lucas nodded.
“We need the right men with the right experience,” quipped Lucas, dressed in a white golf shirt and
black pants.
“The stakes are high and so too are the rewards. There is no room for error.”
Pieter kept his gaze on Lucas.
“I don’t make any errors,” said the Lieutenant with much confidence.
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“That is exactly what Jaap told us about yourself and why you are here,” replied Lucas.
“We will give you the manpower to do the job, but you need to train the men and work out the
operations plan. If you mess this up, consider your career a thing of the past.”
There was no doubting the sincerity of Lucas’s words.
“What if I make a huge success of this?” asked Pieter.
“Then we pay you a bonus and take you with us to do similar jobs in African countries where you
will earn US Dollars,” said Lucas, before taking in a sip of Hansa beer.
Pieter could sense that Lucas was a big-time role-player.
“Remember, if you sell us out, I hope you can run very, very fast,” threatened Lucas.
Pieter got the message loud and clear.
These guys were putting their futures on the line here and banking on him to make the project
happen without any hitches.
Pieter raised his beer bottle as if to tell Lucas that the deal was done.
“Right then, I will finish the money talks with Jaap and give him all the information that you will
need,” said Lucas.
“There is no backing out now. We are playing to win.”
Pieter glanced at Jaap, who nodded in agreement.
Pieter took in a sip of beer. This was what he had always dreamed of.
His days as a policeman were seemingly coming to an end one way or another. Now he would be
reporting into a black man. Of course, Pieter had a different motive. Watching black vs black violence
seemed quite appealing to him.
The Apartheid government had used similar tactics to fire up the IFP to take on the ANC in the early
1990s, so why reinvent the wheel?
“Do you play golf?” asked Lucas to Pieter.
“Well, not very often and not very well,” replied the Lieutenant.
“Strange that, I have a feeling you are a man who would be good at keeping his eye on the ball,”
quipped Lucas.
Pieter nodded.
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“Better than most,” said the Lieutenant.
Pieter got a strong hunch that he and Lucas were on the same page. The black man was going on
what Jaap had told him about Pieter’s skills and experience. Pieter needed to make sure that he kept
Lucas’ high level of confidence in him. It seemed clear that Lucas realised that black lives could be
lost here, but if they were not the lives of the mine management in Marikana.
Pieter’s mind was racing. What could go wrong? All he needed was to go to Marikana, light the fuse
and wait for the big explosion.
Lucas’ colleague had not uttered a word since Pieter arrived in the group. Was this a positive sign?
Pieter asked Jaap about this after the group of black men had shaken hands and headed out the
door.
“Sithole sou lankaal opgestaan het en huistoe gegaan het as een van sy manne nie vir jou vetrou het
nie (Sithole would have stood up and gone home long ago if one of his men did not trust you),”
explained Jaap.
“Doen net jou beste. Dit was altyd suksesvol in die verlede (do you best. It was always successful in
the past).”
“Wat van die polisie en die Lindiwe saak (what about the police and the Lindiwe case)?” asked Pieter.
“Ontspan, ek het dit onder beheer (relax, I have got it under control),”: said Jaap with a sense of
confidence.
“Kom ons kry vir jou nog n dop (lets get you another drink).”
Jaap ordered another round of drinks from the bar and once Pieter had a full beer in his hand, the
Colonel toasted the occasion.
“Laat hom val waar hy wil, net nie op die donderse vloer nie (let it fall where it wants, just not on the
bloody floor),” said Jaap with a grin, before taking in a few mouthfuls of beer.
Pieter smiled. He was with Jaap again and that gave him a sense of comfort. He did not want to spoil
the mood and ask questions about Lindiwe Jnr. That time would come later.
Besides, Pieter now had bigger plans to make. Once he received the client’s notes from Jaap, he
would begin to put a security operation plan together. He would probably have to make a few trips
t Marikana to understand the territory. There were exciting times ahead. Perhaps it was a sign from
above that Lindiwe Jnr was not with him. Life was going on without her and there seemed to be a
flicker of light at the end of the rainbow.
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Pieter relished the challenge. This was just up his ally. If there was one man in South Africa who
would be able to pull off this daring masterplan for his own interests and get away with it without
his client knowing, it would be Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus!
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Chapter 21 - The Confidential File
Two days later, Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus sat in his apartment in Pretoria, armed with a file marked
‘Confidential’, in being red letters.
He had collected the information about Loxton Mine from Colonel Jaap Cornelius and was ready to
put his action plan together. What hyped him up even more was the fact that his three-month
project was set to net him a cool R2 million, with ten percent of the figure to be paid upfront. That
was huge money compared to a policeman’s salary.
Pieter took in a sip of coffee and began to survey the pages of the file.
Loxton Mine was situated about 48 kilometres east of Rustenburg in the North West Province. The
reason that Lucas Sithole and his sidekicks were so keen on protecting the mine, was that big-name
politicians, right through to the Vice President of the country, held shares in the business.
The mine was one off the world’s largest producers of platinum metals, but like most mines, it was
reliant on manpower to achieve its goal. The miners knew this all too well and with an average
mineworker on R8500 per month for his efforts, this was simply not good enough.
The mineworkers made the rich richer. Something needed to be done to safeguard the interests of
the mineworkers, so strike action took place on a regular basis. When the mineworkers downed
tools to strike, the mine lost money in terms of millions of Rands each day.
The mine bosses could not afford this, and when wage talks reached a stalemate, things got even
worse. Violent showdowns between mineworkers and security were regular occurrences. Now,
Pieter had been contracted to manage a team to not only guard the mine offices, but to show the
mineworkers who was calling the shots here.
It was not only the National Union of Mineworkers (NUM) who were stoking the fires politically with
the workers, but the opposition political parties too. They knew all too well that billionaire Vice
President Cyril Ramaphosa, who had founded NUM in 1982, was one of those who was keen on
ensuring that the mineworkers did their job. The more they worked and discovered platinum metals,
the more he earned.
Pieter read on with eagerness. He did not know that much about the Loxton Mine until he had seen
their leaders talking on television.
In a way he could understand where the mineworkers were coming from, as they were earning a
pittance for their efforts. Pieter understood where they were coming from as he did not earn that
much more as a policeman, until now.
He could not side with the mineworkers as he had to defend his super duper R2 million deal. Yes,
sorry mineworkers, but this is strictly business, nothing personal, he thought.
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He looked at the previous security plans that had been used. Two security managers had their homes
on the mine property torched and when some of the Loxton Mine offices had been raided, the
security firm had their contract terminated.
This opened the door for Pieter to be called in. The mine owners believed that the owners of the
previous security firm were the problem rather than the security personnel. So, the security
company got the chop while Pieter was welcome to use their resources in terms of security guards.
Over two hundred security personnel would be at Pieter’s disposal. Then there was also the South
African Police Services who were close at hand too. Oops. That could be a problem, thought Pieter
who now realised that he would have to hand in his resignation from the police to do this project.
He had hope to put in some leave and to moonlight the security job, but clearly this was bigger than
what he had originally anticipated.
What would Pieter do once hi three-month job was over? He was no fool and realised that the
money that he would be paid would not last forever. Right now, he needed to focus on his R2 million
project.
Opportunities like this did not land in one’s lap every day and he needed to make the most of it.
Ching, ching, ching. He heard a text message drop on his mobile phone but this one sounded
different. Yes, it was different. It was the sound of R200 000 dropping in his bank account.
Clearly, Lucas Sithole was a man of his word. Jaap Cornelius had passed on Pieter’s banking details
to the client and the deed had been done. Of course, the R200 000 deposit was small change to
Lucas, but worth platinum in the eyes of Pieter.
The Lieutenant suddenly felt like a man of status. He was now a bigwig in the world of security rather
than just being a white Lieutenant in a blue uniform who the black masses did not respect.
Yes, Pieter Erasmus was set to hand in his Lieutenant’s title and outfit to move on in the world. As
Lucas had mentioned, if he made a success of this security project, then there would be other
opportunities for them to work together on in other countries on the continent.
Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr and Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr were now furthest from his mind. He needed to
focus.
Pieter carried on reading through the file. Besides the name of Vice President Ramaphosa, other
high-profile people were also mentioned as being involved with Loxton Mine.
Then he got to the problem that the mine owners were facing. A huge strike was expected in a week
from now. The mineworkers that the families of three miners who had been killed in a rockfall while
on mining duty, had not yet received their pay-outs. The families were basically left destitute
without a breadwinner. Times were tough and emotions were out of control. The other miners were
left to wonder what would happen to their families if the same scenario played out on their lives.
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Life was cheap to the rich mine owners. If a miner got killed it was not a big problem. There was a
queue of other men just waiting for the job. That is the fortunate position that South Africa’s
unemployment problem created for the rich. If the best miners wanted to leave, that was fine too,
thought the mine owners. We will just train some more, and the show will go on!
How would Lindiwe Jnr have felt if she was present now? Well, she could quite easily have been on
the road to becoming the wife of a millionaire!
Pieter’s financial challenges were about to be a thing of the past. Like many of his family before him,
life had been a Monday to Friday 09h00 to 17h00 slog. There was a bit of time for the sipping of
beers over the weekends, but generally, nothing much changed over the years, except for the higher
cost of living that needed to be met.
The higher cost of living was also playing a role in encouraging crime as many people simply could
not afford to put bread on the table anymore.
With the influx of African foreigners to South Africa, the opportunities were becoming less too. This
led to xenophobia, whereby South African blacks took up arms against their fellow Africans and
forced them to leave their businesses and the country.
Most of the Africans from other countries were honest, hard working people who had few
opportunities back home and had opted to pack their bags and head to South Africa to build a better
life.
Pieter considered himself fortunate to get this financial break. He would forever be thankful to
Colonel Jaap Cornelius for setting it up. What he did know was that Jaap was a genuine mover and
shaker, and if Pieter was in at R2 million on the deal, then Jaap would certainly be in for much more.
What Jaap’s role in the project was, Pieter did not know.
Pieter wiped his brow. Soon, he would be able to move out of his rented flat in the middle of
Pretoria, to a suburban home which would be a million times better than the one in which he grew
up. He remembered his father telling him that the three-bedroom house had been bought for
R12 000 back in 1971.
Of course, salaries were much less too in those days and Pieter’s old man had worked three jobs to
try and ensure that his family had a place of happiness.
The Lieutenant was never one to duck a challenge and he knew that the project in Marikana would
be a huge success if he put his mind to it. He approached any task with a Plan A, Plan B and Plan C.
One could not go in with just one plan. What if things did not work out? He needed to have back-up
plans too. The security deal in Marikana was exactly what he had been dreaming about and he could
not screw things up. If he did not seize the opportunity, someone else would and he would live in
regret.
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Pieter let his finger run through the papers in the file. Like in most places in life, there would be a lot
of people that would take delight in seeing him fail. The previous security bosses who had got the
boot would not want to see him make a huge success of the project. Then there was the matter of
the security personnel who might still be aligned with the previous security firm. What if some of
the men on the ground deliberately sabotaged Pieter’s plan to make sure that he failed? That was a
distinct possibility.
For this reason, Pieter realised that he needed to recruit at least twenty men that he could trust and
to place them at strategic positions in his plan. Finding such men would not be a problem. Like Pieter,
there were many other policemen with immense experience and expertise who could get the job
done.
The trick now was to pick people who would not try to overshadow Pieter and attempt to steal the
connection and future projects from him.
That was of major concern to Pieter. It was dog eats dog out there. He was in an era where loyalty
meant little. Most felt that loyalty did not pay the bills. What they did not understand was the Biblical
principle that promotion stems from submission. One’s long-term credibility was more important
that sticking someone in the back and making a quick buck overnight.
In his haste to turn the pages in the file, Pieter knocked over his coffee mug and some of the drinking
content spilled on to the paper in front of him.
“Fok it (fuck it),” muttered Pieter out of frustration.
He went to the kitchen to fetch a damp cloth and returned to do a bit of cleaning up.
The cloth made him think of his mother and how she had spent hours dusting and cleaning the house
during his younger years. Now he would be able to give his parents money for them to afford a
domestic worker. That could be a problem too. The Erasmus parents would certainly not be keen on
having a black domestic worker cleaning their home. All blacks steal, was their attitude. Then what
about the coloured domestic workers?
He remembered his father having to fire a coloured domestic worker for drinking on the job. Once
his parents went out to the shops and left the coloured worker alone. When they returned, the level
of whisky in one of the bottles in the alcohol cabinet, had dropped significantly.
Well, finding a white domestic worker would be a tough ask. Perhaps his mother would want to do
the cleaning and take the money for herself.
………………………
Meanwhile, back at police headquarters in Pretoria, a stranger walked through the door.
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The nightshift staff were going about their chores, when the woman arrived at the reception counter
holding a piece of paper.
“Oh, would you like a Commissioner of Oaths stamp on that copy of a document?” asked the young
officer behind the desk.
The woman smiled.
“No, I am looking for one of your colleagues,” she said.
The officer immediately recognised the face of the man on the photograph.
“You are looking for Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus,” nodded the cop.
“Actually, we are also looking for him too.”
“He works here, doesn’t he?” asked the woman.
The policeman puffed out his cheeks. It was not his place to divulge too much information.
“Well, yes he does normally, but he hasn’t been in for the past few days,” explained the cop.
“I hope he is alright,” pushed the woman, as she placed her scarf on the counter.
“I hope so too,” replied the officer.
“Well, if you see him, could you please tell him that I am looking for him,” said the woman, as she
scribbled down a contact number on the paper, before handing the sheet to the officer.
“Sorry, I never got your name?” asked the officer.
“Lindiwe Buthelezi,” said the woman.
The cop stared at the lady. He knew the name Lindiwe Buthelezi well from the bulletin board, but
this woman looked quite a bit older than the one that was being searched for.
The officer cleared his throat.
“Yes, sister, I will tell him as soon as I see him,” said the cop, who was trying to make sense of the
situation.
The woman smiled and left the building as the bewildered cop looked on.
The officer noticed the scarf on the reception desk.
“Sister, you forgot your scarf,” he said as he ran from the back of the desk to the door.
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Once at the doorway, he looked up and down the street. There was no sign of the woman. She had
seemingly disappeared into thin air. There had been no time for her to climb into a car and the taxis
were scarce at this time of night.
The cop stood at the door with the scarf in his hands.
There was something mysterious about this woman. He rushed back to the reception desk and
looked at the paper that the woman had given to him.
Yes, there was her name. Lindiwe Buthelezi. Next to her name were three letters, written in capitals.
SNR.
Another cop walked in from the back office with a cup of coffee in his hand.
“Bra, it looks like you have just seen a ghost,” said the newcomer, as he looked at the face of his
colleague.
“Maybe I just have,” said the younger cop.
“You know that Lindiwe Buthelezi story?”
“Ja, there is no sign of that girl after the blast,” said the cop with the coffee mug.
The officer returned from the doorway to his position behind the desk and placed the scarf in a
draw.
“Either I just saw that girl or else I don’t know what I just saw,” muttered the bewildered policeman.
“Eish,” said the other cop.
“I think you need some coffee and time to relax.”
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Chapter 22 - Greed or Glory
It was 04h00 already, but Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus had not noticed the time, nor did he feel a sense
of tiredness. He was so absorbed in the Marikana task at hand.
By 06h00, he had scribbled down his main plan in notes in front of him. All the entry and exit points
of Loxton Mine had been marked with a red pen. Then marked with a green highlighter were the
gates that led to the mine offices.
He noted that the map in front of him had a South African Police Services stamp on it. There was
also another stamp which read ‘Key Security Services’, so clearly the cops and the previous security
firm had been working closely together.
That was a problem to Pieter. He knew that several cops may have then been on the verge of possibly
joining the security firm, until Key Security Services’ contract got terminated.
Again, the loyalty issue went through his head. How many of the cops would be jealous that Pieter
had got the opportunity, and would sabotage his efforts in Marikana?
The problem was that Pieter did not trust many of the black policemen and they did not trust him.
He certainly could not present a team that was of white men only. This would surely not be
acceptable to Lucas Sithole and his cronies. It would also go against his goal of having blacks killing
blacks when violence broke out on the mine.
As Pieter took in a few sips of coffee, he checked the time. It was 07h15 and he had not slept a wink.
His mobile phone began to ring. Was it his police employers who were trying to track him down due
to his absence from the workplace?
“Bra, Pieter,” said the black voice on the other end of the phone.
“I am Lucky Mthembu, you don’t know me, but I know of your abilities as a policeman and I think
we can work together on a project.”
Pieter gulped. He knew that Christmas only happened once a year but in the space of a few days, he
was clearly developing a client base away from the world of being a police officer.
“What sort of project?” asked the Lieutenant.
There was a moment of silence before the response came.
“You know the trouble that has been happening at Loxton Mine?” said the caller.
“Well, we have been asked to present a security plan and we feel that you would be the right person
to work with on this.”
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Pieter’s face went cold.
Was this one of Lucas Sithole’s men who was testing his loyalty towards their security pitch to Loxton
Mine? Or was this a competitor who wanted to snatch the business for themselves?
“How much are we talking here?” asked Pieter.
The next sentence made the cop’s mind to buzz.
“R4 million for six months, with twenty percent paid upfront and the rest split in equal payments
after two ninety-day periods,” said the man.
“Where do we meet?” asked Pieter.
“Well, I need to know that you are keen first, then we can set up a meeting over coffee,” replied the
caller.
“Do you have a name?” questioned the Lieutenant.
“My name is Khoza, Vincent Khoza,” snapped the man.
“I have two mobile phone numbers. There is this one that I am calling you on and I will text the other
one to you.”
Pieter cleared his throat.
If he took the bait here, he would need to find a way to be a part of both business pitches. He had
just assumed that Lucas Sithole’s group had been assured of the business, but now it seemed that
the contract was out to pitch on a tender.
Of course, he needed to be assured that the caller was a genuine person who would not sell him out
to Lucas.
“Listen, if you get this right for us, there will be much more security work for you along the way,
quite often in other countries,” said the caller.
This comment made Pieter cringe as it was exactly the hook that Lucas had used to net the
Lieutenant at the meeting at the Wingate Golf Club.
The comment had made Pieter more suspicious than before, but then again, perhaps it was the type
of words that all potential business pitchers used in the security world.
“Drop me your digits and let’s meet,” said Pieter.
“Sharp, lets do this soonest like tomorrow at the latest,” confirmed Vincent, who then said goodbye
and ended the call.
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Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus was now in a world of business that he had not entered before. It was
the world of backstabbing. What would happen if he put a better strategy together for Vincent Khoza
and their group won?
Would Lucas be nice enough to arrange for Pieter to be sunk to the bottom of the Centurion
Waterfront with a brand-new pair of cement block shoes?
Then there was the other side of the coin. What if Pieter produced the perfect strategy which would
allow Lucas Sithole’s group to win the business? Would Vincent Khoza’s group abide by the Afrikaans
expression of ‘ons skiet jou vir eete’? This meant ‘we invite you for supper’. In this case it was more
of ‘we shoot you for supper’.
Pieter’s mind was racing. What would his next step be? He had committed to Lucas Sithole and even
had their deposit money in his bank account. Now this so-called Vincent Khoza person had Pieter’s
mind spinning with an offer that was twice as much as what Lucas had put on the table. What was
Pieter going to do? Pull out on Lucas and return the deposit?
No, that would simply be too risky. There were too many ‘what ifs’ on the table here.
What if Vincent Khoza was working for Lucas Sithole and was doing a business pitch just to make the
tender process leal. The Khoza pitch would always lose, but the process needed to be fair in the eyes
of the business world.
Then what if the Vincent Khoza pitch was real and was expecting to win the business ahead of Lucas
Sithole? Pieter would much prefer to stick with Lucas’ pitch.
Jaap Cornelius was involved there and Lucas had shown honesty by delivering the documents as well
as the deposit to Pieter’s bank account. Lucas’ business integrity could not be faulted at this point,
while Vincent Khoza was merely a voice over a phone.
Pieter had seen all the stories on corruption, which led him to wondering if the deal had not been
already won through a payback promise to one of the Loxton Mine decision makers.
Was Lucas Sithole close enough to offer a Loxton Mine person a nicely filled brown envelope of cash
if the deal went his way? For that matter, the same could possibly apply to Vincent Khoza. It was not
always the best tender document that won the pitch, but it was often decided on a ‘who you known’
basis.
Logic was telling Pieter that Lucas Sithole knew more than what he was letting on or else he would
not have parted so easily with the deposit money to Pieter’s bank account. It was almost like Lucas
knew the deal was done and dusted.
Then Pieter had a scary thought. What if Lucas did not get the business afterall? Would he ask for
the deposit back from Pieter?
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Surely not.
A bleeping sound was heard on Pieter’s mobile phone.
True to his word, Vincent Khoza had texted through his contact details. There was even a yahoo.com
email address and a meeting arrangement – Tomorrow, 16h00, Centurion Estate Country Club.
Pieter grinned. Another meeting at another golf club. These guys sure liked their golf. Should he
attend the meeting? The last thing that Pieter wanted was to walk into the bar at the golf club to
find that his trust had been tested and that Lucas Sithole and his group were in fact Vincent Khoza
and company!
The Lieutenant had no option but to play the pretend game. If he ran into Lucas Sithole at the golf
club, he would simply say that he misunderstood the contents of the call and believed that it was
for a job other than the one at Loxton Mine.
Sorry, Lucas, I really must have misunderstood.
Would that excuse wash? Probably not, but right now Pieter was desperate to find a way to satisfy
both parties and to hedge his bets.
The Lieutenant began to Google on the internet in search of a person called ‘Vincent Khoza’ who
was involved in the security or mining industry.
Wait a minute… there it was. Vincent Khoza was being quoted on the internet.
He was the spokesperson for Ace Mabuza, who was a senior consultant to the ANC government.
So that must mean that Mabuza would win the pitch? Little did Pieter know how wrong he was. The
wording on the internet rang true. Mabuza was a consultant to the ANC government, but had since
been used as the fall guy and had his contract terminated based on corruption charges. You see, the
ANC were on a mission to remove corruption from their ranks, at least when it suited them.
Pieter was a worried man. If Ace Mabuza was really the king of corruption, how could Pieter know
that his pay would be safe and that he would not be implicated into some fraudulent scandal?
Well, he could not be sure. The Lieutenant read further on the internet. Ace Mabuza and Lucas
Sithole seemed to be arch enemies. Lucas had testified against Mabuza in a corruption case.
However, Pieter also knew that blood was thicker than water. Lucas and Mabuza would be black
brood brothers while Pieter were a white man, who would be an outsider.
Both Lucas and Mabuza needed Pieter right now. When he was of no more value, they could quite
easily dispose of his services. He needed to watch his step and be cautious of who he spoke with
and what he said.
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How could he remain loyal to two masters? Pieter needed to find a strategy of psychological
proportions.
He needed to make Lucas feel that his pitch was a winner and then when that was done, it was time
to suck up to Vincent Khoza, who would relate Pieter’s loyalty to Ace Mabuza. If Pieter ended up
with a bullet in his head then so be it, but this was a chance that he simply had to take, he thought.
At 08h00 sharp, Pieter was just about to drift off to sleep, when his mobile device rang again.
“Pieter, its Lucas, I trust you got your money?” he asked.
The Lieutenant answered in the affirmative.
“Great, then you now have two weeks to put together the strategy,” said Lucas.
“If you need to go to Marikana, that is fine. Tell me and I will arrange access for you to the mine as
well as overnight accommodation. I must warn you that there seems to be some under-the-table
moves to try and take this business from us. It is just some small guys flexing their muscles. So, if
you hear anything, don’t be alarmed. I believe I have the situation under control.”
Pieter thanked Lucas. Again, the businessman had shown his integrity through honesty. Of course,
Pieter could not comment during the call as he was not supposed to know about Ace Mabuza or
Vincent Khoza and their efforts to derail the appointment of Lucas’ firm.
How Pieter wished he could have asked Lucas to up his offer, but he could not do that.
Lucas Sithole had played fair to date and R2 million was still a substantial amount of money for a
man who was used to earning a pittance as a cop.
Would Pieter still honour his meeting with Vincent Khoza? That was the big question. Should Pieter
cancel the meeting. The risk was what if Ace Mabuza’s pitch eventually won the day?
Pieter took out a bowl from the kitchen cupboard and poured some Kelloggs Cornflakes into it. He
then added some sugar and had just enough milk left in the container to complete his meal. He
would use power milk for his next cup of coffee.
Pieter Erasmus was now a man in demand, and he could not kill off that demand by not pitching up
for a meeting or pulling out of one of those pitches. It was like the lottery. You play week after week
and never win, but the day you don’t play your lucky numbers is the day that the numbers win the
big jackpot for someone else.
He had to go to the meeting tomorrow and just pray that those in attendance were not yes-men or
snitches to Lucas Sithole.
Pieter was playing a high-risk game here. The rewards were huge, but so too were the losses if things
went pear-shaped.
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He knew the Afrikaans expression well – wie nie waag nie wen nie (those who do not take chances,
do not win).
Perhaps Pieter really needed that guardian angel to guide him. Where were Lindiwe Snr and Lindiwe
Jnr now when he needed them? He needed to know what the future held. If it meant that he was
due to die tomorrow, then he could change his destiny.
Pieter munched away on his breakfast. Tomorrow would be a day that could decide his fate one way
or another. He could never say that the world owed him a favour. Doors were opening for him, but
unfortunately a risk accompanied the situation. What would the Lieutenant do? Would he put on
some sort of disguise to attend the meeting tomorrow?
No, he was Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus and not the famous Inspector Jacques Clouseau from the Pink
Panther movies.
He was not looking to solve a case like Clouseau did. He was looking to entrench his financial future.
Greed was starting to take over Pieter’s mind. He had never been a greedy person, until now. That
R4 million figure could not be pushed aside. If he did not take it, someone else would. He would kick
himself forever and a day if he turned down Vincent Khoza’s offer and their tender won.
Even though Lucas had said that he would not request for the return of the R200 000 deposit if
things went wrong with the deal, Pieter knew that the amount of money paid to him to date would
not last forever.
He had no choice. He needed to meet with Vincent Khoza. While he knew about the dodgy
background of Ace Mabuza, he did not know if there were any skeletons in the past of Lucas Sithole.
Having been a cop, he knew that most men had something to hide, especially the richer ones who
played high stakes games like his new friends did.
Pieter’s life was changing and only time would tell if it was for the better or the worse. Either he
would become a very wealthy man, or he would possibly be joining some of his new mates inside a
prison cell.
He hated being the white water-boy for the blacks, but he would still action his master plan!
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Chapter 23 - You Can Call Me Vince
Punctuality was a key part of being a policeman, at least it worked like that to Lieutenant Pieter
Erasmus. He ran his life on time.
Unfortunately, since 1994, South Africa had drifted into the new dispensation based on what was
known as ‘African Time’. Many people simply did not care about whether they were late for an
appointment or not. Some even arrived late for job interviews and then could not understand why
they never got the position.
“Fokken verkeer (fucking traffic),” muttered Pieter as he drove his Toyota Corolla on John Vorster
Drive, towards the Centurion Country Club.
With one hand on the steering wheel, he checked the time on his mobile phone. It was 15h58 and
he was still a good two kilometres from the club. The traffic was moving at snails-pace. What was
going on? Was there an accident ahead or were some of the traffic lights out of order?
Or were the drivers of the vehicles in front of him simply driving like a bunch of asses? As Pieter
edged his vehicle forward, he soon realised what the holdup was.
A taxi was stuck in the fast lane with its hazard lights flashing. All its passengers stook on the curb
chatting. Pieter shook his head as he passed by the taxi which had a flat rear wheel.
He did a quick count of the number of blacks standing on the pavement. There must have been
about twenty-three of them. That was just the problem. Twenty-three people trying to fit into a 16seater taxi. Little wonder the taxis often overturned or had tyre problems.
Finally, Pieter managed to manoeuvre his vehicle to the turn into the entrance gate at the Centurion
Country Club. The queue to get approved by the security personnel was quite a long one and the
Lieutenant was ongoingly harassed by street venders who wanted to sell golf balls to him.
The day might have been drawing towards the sunset zone, but the entrepreneurs were always
looking at ways and means to make a quick buck.
Once through the security process, Pieter parked his vehicle in the main parking area and headed
into the clubhouse.
The Centurion Country Club was a plush place. It was not the type of residence where a cop could
afford to live. Maybe I can use some of my R200 000 to pay a deposit for a place here, thought Pieter.
He was convinced that he would be the first member of his meeting to arrive. He had never been
beaten by the African timers before.
How wrong he was. As he walked into the bar area, a tall black man dressed in a tweed colour jacket
tapped him on the shoulder.
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“Are you Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus?” asked the man, who had a beer glass in his left hand.
Pieter nodded.
“I am Vincent Khoza, but you can call me Vince,” said the smooth-talking guy, who had such a tight
handgrip on Pieter, that the Lieutenant thought that the man would never let go.
Pieter looked at the man. The fellow did not look like a millionaire businessman or top-class
consultant. He resembled more of a ticket tout who was about to offer Pieter good odds-on
Saturday’s main horse race at the Turffontein racecourse.
“Let’s have a seat at a table,” said Vince with a smile that could light up the room.
Once seated, the pleasantries continued.
“So, how is the family?” asked Vince.
The niceness of Vince was almost too good to be true. He seemed to care about Pieter’s family,
health, business life and more.
“Here’s my card,” said Vince, as he handed his business contacts to Pieter.
What was Vince’s game? Was he trying to prove to Pieter that he was a legitimate character, or did
he have something to hide?
Eventually, with a beer glass in his hand, Pieter could not hold back.
“Vince, I have to ask you about Ace Mabuza,” quipped the Lieutenant.
Vince kept his eyes firmly focused on Pieter, but the smile that had covered the businessman’s face
seemed to drop to the floor with a clanging sound.
“So, Google is your friend, I take it?” replied Vince.
Pieter grinned.
“It is alright, I also did some background checking on you before I called,” quipped Vince.
“So, where is the black girl that you used to hang out with?”
Pieter gulped in some beer and nearly choked as it went down his windpipe. He was not expecting
Vince to ask questions about Lindiwe.
Vince stood up from his seat and clapped Pieter on the back to free the air through the windpipe.
“Don’t choke it, it wasn’t that bad a question,” said the businessman.
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Eventually, Pieter’s eyes stopped watering from the coughing and he was able to speak.
“Why are you asking about the girl?” he questioned.
Vince shrugged his shoulders.
“Oh, just curious, Pieter. The world will struggle to believe that a sister disappeared into thin air at
the Vosloo Grill.”
Pieter nodded.
“That is exactly what happened,” confirmed the Lieutenant.
Vince cleared his throat.
“So down to business, are you in or are you out?” asked Ace Mabuza’s mouthpiece.
Pieter took in a few peanuts from a plate on the table.
“How about you first tell me of the risk involved, and by risk, I mean what role does Ace Mabuza
play in this,” said Pieter.
The response seemed to startle Vince. Very few people would question before agreeing to a R4
million job.
“Ace Mabuza is the mastermind behind the business pitch,” explained Vince.
“He has the ear of key decision-makers at Loxton Mines.”
Pieter kept his eyes firmly on Vince. As a well-trained cop, he knew when a person was telling the
truth or not.
“Mabuza is key to this tender,” went on Vince.
“With Mabuza, we have a chance, without him, we can pack up and go home. Everybody in the
business world knows Ace Mabuza.”
That was just the problem, thought Pieter. Ace seemed to be the king of bribes. Now was the time
for the Lieutenant to ask a few pertinent questions.
“What other companies will be pitching for the work?” he asked.
Vince shook his head.
“I believe that there are two or so other small-time security firms in the mix, but they don’t stand a
chance against us,” said Vince.
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Pieter’s hearing caught on the ‘us’ word uttered by Vince. Was Vince so sure of himself that Pieter
would be a part their tender preparations and presentation?
Vincent Khoza came across as that sort of guy. It seemed clear that in Vince’s mind, one had to think
long and hard back to the last time that a person had said ‘no’ to Ace Mabuza.
“Look, Pieter, we can’t lose, especially with someone with your expertise on our team,” said Vince,
again showing the smile of a champion.
“I certainly hope that you will take our offer and won’t go with any other consortium. Why back a
loser when you can back a winner?”
The words dug deep in Pieter’s heart. Did Vince know more than he was letting on? Did he know
about Pieter’s deal with Lucas Sithole?
“Are you one hundred percent sure that no other big-name role-players are pitching on the
business?” asked Pieter, as he tried to lure some more information out of Vince.
Vince put down his drink on to the table between them.
“Why would you ask something like that?” questioned Ace Mabuza’s spokesperson.
“Well, it’s just that this is a huge business tender, and I would imagine that the world and his wife
would be queuing up to pitch on it,” replied Pieter.
Vince sat back on his chair.
“Believe me, Pieter, Ace Mabuza does not lose tenders,” said Vince.
“He is a born winner. I think he is pitched on over eighty tenders in his life and won all of them. He
knows how to win.”
I just bet he does, thought Pieter. So, if Ace Mabuza has won all those tenders through kickbacks to
decision-makers, it means that the No 1 is a wealthy guy. Little wonder that he is happy to throw R4
million at a man that he has not even met, in the form of Pieter.
“Look, this is a done deal,” confirmed Vince.
“In two weeks from now, we will have a copy of our appointment letter and the work will begin.
Here is the deal. We are so sure of the win that we are prepared to pay your deposit today. That is
R400 000 straight to your bank account. You give me your banking details and our office will make
the payment. It will be done before we leave this meeting.”
Wow, how efficient was Vince’s office. Life could not get any better.
Pieter threw in the curveball.
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“What if by any chance this project gets called off?” he asked.
Vince fidgeted in his chair before answering.
“Look, whatever happens, we will not ask you for the R400 000 back,” said the shrewd Vince.
Pieter thought that he was going through a state of déjà vu. Lucas Sithole had applied the same
principle and put R200 000 into Pieter’s bank account having promised not to expect it back if the
job did not go their way. Now Vince was going to do the same with R400 000.
Vince picked up his beer glass and tapped it against the one held by Pieter.
“The ball is in your court, Pieter, but I can’t leave here without a principle answer of if you are with
us or not,” said Vince.
“If it is no, then I understand, but then don’t believe that the world owes you a favour. You need to
take the opportunities that are right in front of your nose like this one. We are honest people to
work with as you can see, by our deposit offer.”
Pieter nearly choked on his beer again.
Did Vince just say that they were honest people? Did he think that the world did not know about
Ace Mabuza’s way of winning contracts?
Pieter had to think fast. There was nothing to think about. R400 000 was a pretty large sum of money
to turn down. He could not walk away from this R4 million deal.
The Lieutenant stretched out his hand and again felt the firm handshake of Vince.
Pieter had to accept the offer. What about Lucas Sithole and his R200 000 deposit? He would scheme
that one out a bit later.
“Great to have you on our team, Pieter, now please give me your bank details so that I can honour
my commitment,” grinned Vince.
Pieter reached for his wallet and read out his bank account details that were printed on his Capitec
bank card.
Vince typed the bank details on to a text message on his phone and sent it off to his office.
Within five minutes, Pieter heard a bleeping sound on his mobile phone. Sure enough, a R400 000
deposit had been made into his account.
If only Vince knew what Pieter’s real motive was. Black people were going to die in great numbers
at the Loxton Mine when the Lieutenant actioned his plan.
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Pieter was still trying to find out why people like Lucas Sithole and Vince Khoza had so much faith in
his abilities. Neither of the so-called gentlemen knew him too well, yet they were both prepared to
pump large sums of money into his bank account.
“Pieter, I am taking it that you are a man of your word, please don’t double cross us,” said Vince in
a tone that had changed from friendly to stern.
“This is a high stakes game that is being played here and some of my brothers will not take it too
well if you sell us out to the opposition.”
Pieter began to sweat. He did not doubt Vince’s warning for a moment. The cop had never been this
deep in business before. He felt like he was swimming against a strong current. Or maybe he was
paddling in a canoe and going nowhere slowly.
Pieter nodded and stood up.
“I will get the bill here,” said Vince.
“I know you can afford it now, but this one is on me.”
Pieter grinned and shook Vince’s hand one last time.
“Once the deal is official, I will be in touch with you,” said Vince.
“Let’s make this project into a winner.”
Pieter agreed and left the golf club. His heart was thumping, and he was edgy all the way to his car,
half-expecting to bump into Lucas Sithole along the way.
He always planned his life one step ahead of where he was today but right now, he didn’t know what
to do next.
Should he call Lucas Sithole and return the R200 000 deposit? If he did that, Colonel Jaap Cornelius
would probably never speak to him again. Then what about the prospect of him pulling out of the
Lucas Sithole consortium and going with Ace Mabuza and Vince Khoza, only to find that Lucas wins?
Pieter put on his sunglasses and started the ignition of the car. He did not really need to wear
sunglasses now as the sun was low, but he felt that he needed to hide from the world for a moment
or two.
He now knew how the big rollers felt. He thought that being rich would allow him to sleep with ease
at night, but clearly this was not the case. Pieter Erasmus may have had R600 000 of fresh cash in
his bank account, but he was a troubled man.
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Again, he needed that guardian angel to show him the way. He immediately turned off his mobile
phone, not that he feared being traced but he had an instant fear of a third party calling him up to
set up a meeting to pay money into his bank account.
Pieter tried to keep a grip on the steering wheel, but his hands were trembling. This had never
happened to him before. He was always a man who knew exactly what decision to take next.
However, this felt all different.
It was like someone upstairs was setting up to achieve his goal. Was God and the devil wrestling over
the soul of Pieter Erasmus? It certainly felt that way.
As he made his way back through the heavy traffic to his flat in Pretoria, Pieter stared into the rearview mirror of his car more than ever before. Perhaps he had watched too many action movies of
car chases and assassinations?
Who would be the first to take a pot shot at him? The Lucas Sithole consortium? The Ace Mabuza
group? Or how about one of his own cop colleagues who was jealous of his sudden wealth and rise
in the business world?
Perhaps he should have taken his chances and the shots at Lillian Ngcoyi Square after all.
Would the sun still shine tomorrow for Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus?
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Chapter 24 - If I was a Black Man
The sweat was falling from the face of Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus as he sipped on a glass of Harriers
whisky. He could afford the upmarket alcohol, but right now he was not in a mood of celebration.
He had some serious decisions to make. What was he going to do about the two tender pitches that
he was now a part of? It would only be a matter of time before his dark secret became known to the
world.
He was in a damned of you do and damned if you do not situation. Who was he going to alienate?
Lucas Sithole or Ace Mabuza and Vincent Khoza. Both parties had been so nice to him by paying
large deposit sums into his personal bank account. Now there was a paper trail, and the Lieutenant
could easily be the fall guy.
Of course, he had not yet resigned from the South African Police Services either, so that was another
matter that to be taken care of.
Following the death of Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr, the vanishing of Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr, and the crime
and corruption that he saw as a policeman daily, Pieter detested the blacks more and more. Yet here
he was receiving large payments from them. It was the blacks who would secure his financial future,
not the whites, and all the cops could think about was the spilling of black blood.
Pieter took in a large sip of whisky. He had never been a big whisky fan, but he had felt that after
the last few days, he needed to drink something a little stronger than beer.
By taking the offers from both parties he had put himself in a precarious position. Alright, Erasmus,
wat sou jy gemaak het as jy swart gebore was (alright, Erasmus, what would you have done if you
were born black), he wondered.
The Lieutenant shook his head. He could hardly imagine himself as a black man. Yet here he was
trapped as a white man in a black man’s world.
Why did the blacks trust him so much? Was he going to be the fall guy when the tender process
went pear-shaped? Did the blacks feel that he was gullible enough to take the bait? Were the blacks
making a fool of him at their own financial expense? Pieter’s face tensed and he went into an
aggressive mood. He did not care how much the blacks paid to him, but he would not be their white
golliwog!
The term ‘golliwog’ was used a lot in the Apartheid era in relation to black people who were used
by whites to achieve their own agendas.
In 1982, Lawrence Rowe’s West Indian rebel cricket side broke the international sports boycott of
South Africa in exchange for US100 000 per player, to put the South African cricket side to the test.
Around the world, the West Indians were sell-outs and golliwogs. Some even had the players, of
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black skin colour, down as honorary whites in Apartheid South Africa. Basically, the South African
cricket bosses only allowed them to see certain things. The human rights abuse of black people by
the white Apartheid police were kept under wraps.
Cricket players were paid poorly back then so the money offered by the South African Cricket Union
would cover a player’s mortgage bond and much, much more. For their sin, the West Indian players
got life bans from international and island cricket back home. The ban was eventually lifted in 1992,
but by then most of the players were closer to retirement age from the sport.
So, were they really the Apartheid regime’s golliwogs? Did these visiting blacks dance to the tune of
the whites in South Africa?
Team captain Rowe will answer ‘no’. He will tell you that they were just a bunch of professionals
looking to earn a living by playing cricket and were of the belief that a black visiting team playing in
South Africa, would speed up in the interest in the game in the black communities.
Was Pieter in the same position at Rowe?
Was he the white golliwog? The blacks pulled the strings and Pieter would do a merry dance to
safeguard his super, duper pay-day?
He could align himself with Rowe’s thinking. He was just a man on a mission to earn a living.
The difference was that back in the early 1980s when the West Indians toured South Africa, protests
the tour were not allowed. Any blacks who protested were simply arrested or beaten with the
familiar sjambok that left scars for life on the bodies of those who dared to stand up against the
Apartheid government.
Things would be different in Pieter’s case, as he smiled more and more on his plan to have black on
black violence when the security and police opened fire with live ammunition on the striking
mineworkers.
He could see the situation playing out in his mind and could hear the gunshots. Ah, yes, life was
going to be good. No, no, life was going to be great!
Pieter knew the Bible principle well that man could only love God or money, and not both. He likened
the situation to the fact that he could only be loyal to Lucas Sithole or the Ace Mabuza/Vincent
Khoza group.
His biggest fear was that he was selling his soul to the blacks. What would Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr or
Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr have advised him to do?
Or quite simply, what would they have done if they were in his position? It was difficult to say as
neither were around. Did the two consortium groups see Pieter as a liberal? Man, oh man, how
wrong they would be on that one. Or worse, did they see him as a black man trapped in a white
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skin? Pieter gritted his teeth. There was nothing black about him and there never would be, he
fumed in his mind.
So, did Pieter have a plan to use the Apartheid era sjambok weapon on the mineworkers like the
white cops had used on dissident voices during minority rule?
Of course, yes. The miners’ lives were cheap in the eyes of Pieter. He had a National Party mindset
just like his parents used to have. The only reason his parents did not vote for the Conservative Party
in the mid-1980s to 1990s, was that they were clever enough to know that Andries Treunicht’s party
simply did not have the numbers to make a big different to cement white minority rule. Yes, the
Erasmus family did feel that the National Party were too lenient towards the blacks and this was
proved with the release of Nelson Mandela and the unbanning of the ANC. However, the general
feeling in South Africa in the late 1980s, was that the Apartheid system would be around for another
ten to twenty years.
Despite international sanctions, there were still enough undercover allies to keep the National Party
smiling.
However, all of that came to nought when F.W. de Klerk took over from P.W. Botha as President in
1989, after the latter had found out that several of his cabinet ministers were talking to the exiled
ANC in Lusaka, Zambia, without his consent.
“Ma en pa, vergewe my (mom and dad, forgive me),” muttered Pieter, as he thought of how
disappointed his parents would be in knowing that their son was now the yes-man for black
businessmen.
Of course, his parents might have seen things differently if they had known how much money their
son was being paid for certain projects.
Would Mr Erasmus Snr trade his pride for money like Pieter was doing? Hardly likely. Many of the
older Afrikaners were very strong in mindset.
To them, the black man was a criminal and a terrorist who was on a mission to take over South Africa
and wipe out the white population. This theory would run through the minds of conservative white
South Africans for years to come as farm murders became a regular feature on news bulletins.
Pieter remembered that he had a life policy in place. He paid R350 a month for R800 000 life cover.
Now all of his earthly belongings would be left to his parents. Had Lindiwe Snr or Jnr been around,
things would have been different but apart from his parents, there was nobody else for him to leave
his money and goods too if he passed on.
With a good R2 million or R4 million to come his way soon, things would change for the better soon.
What would he do after the Loxton Mine project? Would he settle down and find the right girl to
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start a family with or would he continue to play the lone ranger role and carry out similar security
operation for Lucas Sithole or Ace Mabuza in other African countries, as both had eluded too?
Pieter did not know the answer. Right now, he was more concerned about the issue of how to handle
the problem that faced him. Lucas Sithole or Ace Mabuza/Vincent Khoza? He had read on the
internet about death threats going the way of certain persons who had turned state witnesses
against Ace Mabuza during the corruption case.
Pieter shrugged his shoulders, supposing that it was par for the course in the industry that he was
in.
The cop turned on his computer and connected to the internet. He was quite amazed at the world
of the internet which had been around in South Africa since 1995. He had a host of information at
his fingertips within seconds.
He began to Google for more about Ace Mabuza and it did not take him long to find some of the
dirt.
So, Ace Mabuza had been a political activist from his teenage years. He had grown up in the Eastern
Cape and had attended the University of Fort Hare. Unfortunately, he did not finish his Business
Management degree there as he had been arrested for his political activism.
Pieter noted a side story which suggested that the real reason why Ace Mabuza may have been
asked to leave was because he was involved in the drug trade there. However, the youngster’s
father, Diamond Mabuza was a wealthy businessman and it seemed that the police docket about
Ace Mabuza’s arrest had mysteriously disappeared.
Diamond Mabuza spent much time out of the country on international trading business and he took
young Ace with from time to time. Of course, you cannot get into certain countries if one has a
criminal record, so it seemed that Diamond had paid someone to lose his son’s criminal record file.
There were no angels out there. Pieter knew that.
The Lieutenant read on.
He was desperately looking for any bad news on Diamond Mabuza but could not see any. It seemed
that his son, Ace, was the bad apple in the family barrel.
As he was about to close the page on the internet, Pieter’s eye caught on to the word ‘Diamond’.
Hang on! What is this now? Diamond Mabuza used a different name. Yes, he was also known as
Clement Morewa. Pieter read with intent. Why would squeaky-clean Diamond use a different first
name and surname?
It did not take Pieter long to work out the answer as he Googled Loxton Mine. Of course, it had to
be. There was a non-executive director listed as C. Morewa sitting on the firm’s board.
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Wow! So, Diamond Mabuza or Clement Morewa or whatever his name was, was setting the platform
for his son, Ace Mabuza, to walk away with the security tender. This was not only a conflict of
interest. This was first class fraud!
Pieter then went to the internet page which listed the corruption cases that Ace Mabuza was
involved in. Mdetsane Metals, Cape Steel and a new investment institution called Eastern Finance.
You guessed it. A closer look at the directors of all the firms, saw a C. Morewa sitting on these boards
too.
So daddy was batting for junior!
Where did this leave Pieter? Would do the right thing and blow the whistle? Would he sing like a
canary to Loxton Mine to warn them of what was about to happen?
No. Pieter Erasmus was no longer loyal to his police badge. He was loyal to his bank account and his
main goal of creating black on black violence.
This still did not answer his question on whether to back Lucas Sithole or the Mabuza conmen. If he
went with the Mabuza group, he would almost be assured of victory. However, he might also be
assured of a jail term too.
Even though he could not find much bad news on Lucas Sithole, that didn’t mean that there wasn’t
any. Again, good honest men were hard to find at this level of business.
Time was ticking for Pieter Erasmus. He needed to decide soon before the decision got made for
him. Would he cry crocodile tears if Vince Khoza called him to say that they had found out about his
deal with Lucas Sithole and he was fired from the Ace Mabuza group? Hell, yes. That piece of
business was twice the amount of the Lucas Sithole offer.
Of course, the reality existed that if he were not honest, he could potentially lose out on both
pitches.
The industry had a strange way of seeing the hard workers falling on the sword or becoming the
sacrificial lamb. This time Pieter was not only the hard worker. He was also the meat in the middle
of the sandwich. Both slices of bread needed him and there was no way to escape. However, things
could get hot if someone added too much pepper to the sandwich.
Pieter began to think of persons who would dearly like to see him fail. He could think of many of his
police colleagues who would like to see him trip up, purely based on jealousy.
The Lieutenant felt like he was a pressure cooker like the one that his mother had cooked food in as
he grew up. His blood pressure was close to boiling point and his nervous system was on the brink
of breakdown.
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Pieter felt like his heart was about to jump out of his chest. Was he on the verge of a heart attack?
The sooner he made this business decision between the two tenders, the better.
Of course, that was easier said than done. His bank account looked so good with R600 000 in it. Now
he would need to either pay back R400 000 or R200 000. Hey, maybe Ace Mabuza or Lucas Sithole
would let him keep the cash, as mentioned in the respective conversations. However, that chat was
based on the deal going sour, not on Pieter pulling out to throw in his lot with another group pitching
for the same business.
It was decision time. Lindiwe Snr and Jnr, what would you do here, thought the cop?
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Chapter 25 - Point of No Return
I’m on my way from misery to happiness today…
I’m on my way from misery to happiness today…
I’m on my way to what I want from this world…
And years from now, you’ll make it to the next world…
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus grinned as the Alan Walker, Sabrina Carpenter and Faruko smash hit of
1988 played on his car radio.
He needed this form of inspiration in this trying moment of his life as he drove on the N4 highway
from Pretoria to Marikana. The 99 kilometres trip felt like an eternity, but it gave Pieter enough time
to clear his mind.
He was at a doorway that he needed to pass through or else, if he hesitated, he could regret the
moment missed forever.
The cop bit on his bottom lip as he often did when something bothered him. The music was cheering
him up but that still would not make his tender problem go away.
He had pocketed R200 000 from Lucas Sithole in committing to head the security plan for the tender
at Loxton Mine. Of course, he had also banked a R400 000 deposit to be on the team of Ace Mabuza
for the very same tender.
Pieter’s bank account felt rosy, but his spirit did not. His double deal would not remain a secret
forever.
Pieter felt relieved to be driving out of the city, but he knew that his destination would secure his
financial future, but not without major headaches.
As he drove down the highway, he noticed the signboards indicating the road to Ga-Rankuwa
township on his right. So many townships, so many opportunities for the spilling of black blood, he
thought.
He had done his homework on the town of Marikana, which had previously been known as
Rooikoppies (Red Mountain).
Long before the days of platinum and chrome mining there, the area had been known for its farming
and was rich in maize, chillies, paprika, soya and sunflowers. To farm, water was needed and the
Buffelspoort dam had been built not far away.
Pieter loved the population statistics odds. 98 percent of the population is Marikana was black. This
was perfect for his main goal.
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From a mining perspective, the Loxton Mine was on record as having a nett income of US$203 million
figure. This was what angered the mining community. The mine owners were rolling in the cash but
seemed to forget the hard work and sweat of the people who dug for the precious minerals. Until
these workers were taken seriously, the strikes would continue.
Eventually, Pieter flicked on the indicator on the steering column to indicating his vehicle’s right
turn at Mooinooi. Marikana was now not too far away.
The cop was set to meet up with Vincent Khoza at 14h00 at the main gate to the Loxton Mine. He
had still not met the mysterious Ace Mabuza, nor did he want too. Mabuza, by all accounts, was
some sort of magician by profession. Simply put, there were stories on the internet that he had the
ability to make people disappear.
Mabuza was the type of guy who was good at collecting money, but did not enjoy paying out, which
made Pieter wonder just why the bigwig’s right-hand man, Vincent Khoza, had been so quick to pop
R400 000 into his account.
Clearly Mabuza knew that the contract was signed and sealed in his favour even before the tender
presentations had happened. If the Mabuza group were offering Pieter a cool R4 million in total,
goodness knows what they were pocketing. It would surely be even way more than what would be
stated on the contract document.
Pieter had kept an eye in the rear-view mirror of his vehicle all the way from Pretoria. The last thing
he wanted was to get a bullet in the back of his skull from either Lucas Sithole’s group or that of
Mabuza.
He was playing a dangerous game, but the offers had been so good that he could hardly say no to
either of them. This was career-changing stuff.
His mind drifted back to what he had read about Ace Mabuza. Apparently, back in the 1990s, a
business acquaintance received a cheque to the value of R2.4 million from Mabuza. All was good
until the contact banked the cheque, which bounced to heaven and back.
The businessman was nice enough to give Mabuza a call to inform him of the challenge. Mabuza
promised to rectify the matter. Months went by and the rectification part seemed to have slipped
the wheeler-dealer’s mind.
Eventually, the man received another cheque from Mabuza. The cheque cleared but the problem
was that it was only made out to the value of R1.4 million. The contact made his way to Mabuza’s
home to collect the balance of his payment.
Some neighbours say they heard what sounded like gunshots from within the house on that very
night of the man’s visit, but most were too scared of Mabuza to even peer through the curtains to
see what was up.
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The visitor never made it home and to this day has been classified as ‘missing, presumed dead’. His
family opened a police docket with the cops stating that the man had said that he was on his way to
Ace Mabuza’s home to collect a payment. The police docket, like many others, seemed to have
found itself into a police paper shredder and the story ended there. With no body found, it was
difficult to continue the case, a police spokesperson had told the man’s family.
Pieter kept his left hand on the steering wheel of the vehicle and dropped his right to his hip to
reassure himself that his 9mm pistol was safely in its holster. He was getting the feeling more and
more that he may need it somewhere along the line in Marikana.
He had hardly pulled up the hand brake after parking near the Loxton Mine main gate before his
mobile phone rang. Ah, it is probably Vincent Khoza calling to check on him for the meeting, he
thought.
Wrong!
Pieter cringed when he saw the name that had appeared on the screen of his mobile device.
“Hi, Lucas,” answered Pieter, as he acknowledged the caller who was Lucas Sithole.
“What a meeting tonight in Marikana…” Ur… of course we can do that… 20h00 will be just fine… I
will meet you at the main gate. See you then.”
Pieter gulped. While it was warm in his vehicle, the sweat that was running down his face was more
from anxiety than heat.
He needed to play his cards close to his chest. Lucas Sithole and Vincent Khoza needed to be kept at
far ends of Loxton Mine, if he valued his health.
Pieter needed to handle the meeting with Vincent Khoza and then see him off before heading to
meet with Lucas Sithole. He dared not even think what would happen if things went pear-shaped.
Erasmus, alles sal ok wees (Erasmus, all will be fine).
He climbed out of his vehicle and locked the driver’s door. Armed with his pistol well hidden under
a thick jacket, and a black leather file with all his research notes in it under his arm, Pieter headed
towards the control room at the main gate.
He worked out quickly that the on-duty pair of guards were not experienced men in terms of
security. If they were, they would have wondered why he was wearing such a thick jacket on a hot
day. No, they were lower-level security guards who were there to make sure that all visitors signed
in the logbook before entering.
Pieter also noticed that the guards were not armed. In their control room were two-way radios, a
kettle, microwave oven and a small television set which was on with its volume blaring out some
audio from an afternoon soap opera.
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Pieter signed in the logbook but his mind was on the fact that the security men were not armed.
This was simply not on at a time when miners could storm the mine offices at any moment.
He remembered some of his cop friends telling him stories of their days as police reservists in the
early 1990s. They took were unarmed at a time when white coloured and Indian South Africans had
voted unanimously to close the book on Apartheid. The fear then had been that the militant right
wing could attempt to raid police stations and military points to arm themselves with weapons and
ammunition to stop the new South Africa from happening.
With nothing more than a torch at their disposal, what was a police reservist supposed to do if a big
Afrikaner jump out of a bush at night and forced the cop to unlock the police armoury?
Some things were just not thought through in the early 1990s. Another example was a case of some
pathetic patrol rounds. This saw cops driving their patrol vehicle to a railway line near Mamelodi
township to allow the workers to cross through the gate and to the other side to get to their daily
jobs.
Sounds good, except next to the railway line gate was a huge hole in the fence which people walked
through anyway. So, what was the purpose of unlocking the gate if there was a humungous hole in
the fence for people to enter through? No man, the Apartheid bosses said the gate must be unlocked
daily so orders will be followed!
Pieter realised that he was walking a tightrope. He needed to win the support of the security guards
at the mine, without them feeling undermined by a white Afrikaner. However, he needed to stay
totally in control of the situation if his plan of creating black on black violence was to succeed.
If Pieter had been able to understand Sesotho language, he would have heard the security guards
passing remarks about him.
“E 'ngoe e tšoeu haholo. Ke ne ke nahana hore re ba lahlile ka 1994 empa baetapele ba rona ba
tlameha ho rata chelete ea bona. (Another damn white. I thought we got rid of them in 1994 but
our leaders must love their money.)”
The last thing that the security guards at the mine wanted right now was to take orders from a white
security official. They did not trust the white man. They had no reason too after the days of
Apartheid. However, it wasn’t their call. Their black bosses would decide whether white or black
security firms would be appointed. The problem that the black bosses were facing was that they had
put their faith in black security firms before and things had not ended up so well.
So, like many businesses in South Africa, it was now a case of appointing a black firm who needed
to give the assurance that they could deliver. The best way to do this, as Lucas Sithole and Vincent
Khoza knew, was to bring in experienced white security consultants like Pieter Erasmus. It was the
best way to avoid a potential disaster.
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Of course, the mindset of the security guard on the ground could never understand this. They had
seen some of their black brothers and sisters climb the ladders to financial safety in politics,
business, and other sectors. However, the spirit of ubunthu (a Zulu word for common humanity) had
seemed to be forgotten. Once the black person had climbed the ladder, they seemed to forget their
brothers and sisters still on the ground. It was a case of looking after oneself and stuff the rest.
What Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr or Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr would have thought about this all? What about
Nelson Mandela? Surely this is not what he had fought for?
Yes, to many blacks stuck at the wrong end of the table, the situation was fast turning to a state
whereby the privileged blacks looked down on the lower end majority working class.
This led to the planting of many new political parties. Simply put, these new leaders had stopped a
gap in the market to enhance the view that the ANC had last its way and no longer cared for the
poor. Rightly or wrongly, these new parties had struck a chord at the right time in the minds of
voters. The ANC would retain power, but many of these new parties would get a meal-ticket in
Parliament.
Pieter entered through the security beam. He was quick to realise that the security beam metal
detector was not working, otherwise it would have bleeped to the fact that he had a pistol on his
hip. He walked through with effortless ease. This made him wonder how many others like him were
also armed and on the premises?
Up ahead he saw the familiar slender body frame of Vincent Khoza. He had to put his sunglasses on
to guard his eyes from the bright smile of Ace Mabuza’s man.
“Hello, Pieter,” said Vincent as he shook hands with the cop.
“Let’s go through to one of the meeting rooms.”
They walked through the administration offices and Pieter could smell money. The offices were
neatly painted and well furnished.
Another sign that the mine owners were happy to work in a classy environment while the miners
struggle underground.
He noted the security cameras in the corners of the roof in the corridor. Yes, he was walking in a
warzone area where much was sought-after clearly. So, Loxton Mine had money to put security
cameras inside their office corridors but not at their main gate. Interesting, very interesting, thought
the Lieutenant.
Through the way that Vincent walked, Pieter got the feeling that he knew the terrain well. He had
clearly been here a few times before.
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“I can see by your expression that this is all new to you,” smiled Vincent, dressed in a white shirt and
black pants.
Pieter nodded.
“I am taking mental notes,” said the cop.
“Good,” replied Vincent.
“You will get a lot of information at this meeting, but hopefully we will be done in two hours.”
That was music to Pieter’s ears. It was now 16h00 and he needed to leave the meeting at 18h00 or
18h30 at worst. He could not run the risk of staying in the meeting until 19h00 and then Lucas Sithole
arrived early through the door. He was not even sure if Lucas Sithole knew Vincent Khoza, and what
a disaster that could be.
They reached the meeting room and Pieter went through the door first half expecting to see Ace
Mabuza seated in front of him. Yet Mabuza was not there, but someone else was.
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Chapter 26 - Scheming in Marikana
As Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus walked into the meeting room, the conversation that had been taking
place by those present came to an abrupt holt.
Pieter immediately recognised the face of Minister of Mineral Resources, T.K. Muronga. The cop had
seen Muronga’s face many times on television and knew that he was a Venda man, as was Vice
President Cyril Ramaphosa. It seemed inevitable that the Venda connection were safeguarding their
stake in the Loxton Mine.
Vincent Khoza introduced Pieter to the Minister and then to the regional police commissioner,
Lawrence Mathibe, before ushering the Lieutenant to a seat at the table. The way that Mathibe
stared at Pieter, left the Lieutenant to wonder if the police commissioner knew that he was a cop
and was moonlighting on the side, but the tension eased moments later.
“Pieter, we have been informed of a huge uprising by the mineworkers set for tomorrow 08h00,”
said the Minister.
“The mineworkers have promised to torch the Loxton Mine buildings to the ground if their wage
demands are not met.”
Pieter nodded.
“The reality is that this afternoon, the Loxton Mine did make a wage increase offer to the union that
the mineworkers belong too, but the offer was rejected,” went on the Minister.
“We need a comprehensive security plan to ensure that as little damage and bloodshed as possible
will take place tomorrow. Mr Vincent Khoza has advised us that you are the right man for the job as
far as putting a security plan in place is concerned.”
Again, Pieter nodded. He had hardly had time to digest the new information when the police
commissioner began to speak.
“I have one hundred armed policemen on standby, and we still have fifty security guards who have
availed their services on a freelance basis after the previous security firm’s services had been
terminated,” explained Mathibe.
Pieter cleared his throat.
“If I may ask, why was the previous security firm’s contract terminated?” he questioned.
The Minister looked at the Police Commissioner.
“We are led to believe that several persons from within the previous security firm had fuelled the
fires with the miners, so to speak,” explained the head cop, Mathibe.
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“The more violence that there is here at the Loxton Mine, the more the security firm would charge
the mine owners for their services.”
That made sense to Pieter.
“How trustworthy are the fifty men who are available to us?” asked Pieter.
The Minister answered.
“I think you will find that it’s a simple principle of if they don’t work then they don’t eat,” answered
T.K. Muronga.
“Remember that another fifty security guards who remained loyal to their employer, are now
without work until they are based elsewhere in the next month or so, so there is a serious need for
the security guards to perform or be replaced.”
Pieter wiped his brow.
“How many miners are expected to advance on us tomorrow?” asked the Lieutenant.
Again, the Minister looked at the Police Commissioner, who answered.
“We are expecting about three hundred miners to be a part of the strike,” said Mathibe.
The wheels were spinning too fast as far as Pieter was concerned, but he was not in control of the
future.
“I need a firm answer of what to do if tomorrow’s situation gets out of control,” asked Pieter.
The Police Commissioner looked at the Minister who nodded.
“We have no option,” said Mathibe to Pieter.
“My officers will draw a line as per normal and if the line is crossed, and the lives of my men are at
risk, we will have to open fire and the same will apply to your fifty-strong group of security men.”
The Police Commissioner continued.
“As per protocol, we will first try to stem the strike via the use of our three water cannon vehicles,
and rubber bullets, as well as stun grenades. If that does not work then, well…”
Pieter kept his gaze on the Police Commissioner Mathibe. There was something about this man, in
fact, about this whole meeting, that did not sit right with him.
“How many weapons are available to my security men?” asked Pieter.
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“Each of your men will be armed with bullet proof vests, helmets, 9mm pistols and shot guns,”
explained Mathibe.
“Your men will not have rubber bullets but will be ready to fire live ammunition if their lives are
threatened.”
Pieter was no fool. Being a cop himself, he could see through the Police Commissioner’s plan. Firstly,
the cops would never want to take the fall for any deaths, so the blame would almost certainly go
the way of Pieter and his security men, even though the police would probably cause the most
damage.
What Pieter did like about what had been said earlier, was the expected onslaught of 300-odd
miners. The figure was a conservative one, and with political parties and labour unions involved, the
Lieutenant was fully aware that the figure could be much bigger.
So, with 300 to 500 attackers plus 150 cops and security men all black skin colour, Pieter’s dream of
black bloodshed was set to become a reality.
Minister Muronga spoke up.
“Whatever happens tomorrow, the Loxton Mine needs to be protected, but I must make it clear that
the use of live ammunition is an absolute last resort,” he said.
By saying this, the Minister was acknowledging his awareness of the live ammunition plan, but
naturally this would be something that he would deny knowing about when it came to the
Commission of Inquiry into the shootings a few months later.
“Look, one of two wounded miners from gunshot will send a strong message to their leaders that
striking and advancing on the mine’s offices is not going to help their cause,” chipped in the Police
Commissioner.
That was easy for the police boss to say. He would not be in the front-line dodging pangas and other
objects that would surely be thrown at the defenders.
Nor would Pieter for that matter if he had his way. His plan was to send his black security men in to
face the music.
“These miners need to understand that the Loxton Mine loses millions of Rands every time that they
go on a strike that that will affect their livelihood at the end of the day,” said the Minister Muronga
sternly.
“If they don’t want to work then that is fine. There are thousands of unemployed people out there
who are only too willing to get the opportunity to earn a living.”
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Pieter noted that Vincent Khoza had not said a word throughout the meeting. Clearly the Ace
Mabuza had the inside track on the tender otherwise Pieter would not have been at the meeting
with Vincent.
So where did that leave Lucas Sithole? Pieter did not have the energy to think about that now.
He grabbed a map of the Loxton Mine precinct from the table and asked the Police Commissioner
to take him to the arms room, where he could go through the weapons to be used by his team.
“Let’s go, Pieter, the security men will meet with you at 20h00,” commented Police Commissioner
Mathibe.
Pieter cringed. 20h00! No, he could not do a 20h00 meeting! He was due to meet with Lucas Sithole
at 20h00!
Accompanied by Vincent Khoza, the Police Commissioner and Pieter headed off down the corridor.
The senior cop looked around to make sure that nobody was following them, before unlocking the
door to the room where the ammunition and weapons were being stored.
“We got fifteen minutes to sort this out,” said Mathibe aggressively with a glare towards Pieter.
“Start counting and place your goods in this trolley.”
Pieter counted 50 of each pistol and shotguns weapons and double the amount of ammunition.
He sensed the Police Commissioner’s tone had changed since the meeting. Was the Police
Commissioner forced into this working relationship with Pieter?
Did he have a finger in the pie with the Lucas Sithole group, perhaps? Or did he have his own people
who he believed should have got the job?
Still Pieter believed that the Police Commissioner did not know that he was speaking to a Lieutenant
from headquarters in Pretoria.
Pieter realised that it was now his turn to lay down the law.
“I will meet with my team at 21h00 and then I will present the security plan to you at 22h00,” said
Pieter.
Lawrence Mathibe was taken aback, and Vincent Khoza was about to enter the conversation, when
the Police Commissioner spoke.
“Alright, see you at the meeting room at 22h00, but the plan had better be a good one,” said the
senior cop, as he escorted Pieter, Vincent and the weapons out of the room, before locking the door.
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Pieter had noticed that his security men were not offered shields or bulletproof vests. Did Mathibe
know something that he did not or did the security team have their own? Either way, it made things
easier as far as Pieter’s bigger picture plan was concerned.
Vincent led Pieter to another meeting room and locked the door behind them.
The last thing that they wanted was to get a visitor who was interested in stealing the weapons and
ammunition.
From his black leather folder, Pieter took out the map that he had collected at the main meeting
room and unfolded it.
From his jacket pocket, he took out green, red, black and blue marker pens.
He gazed at the map for a good few minutes before Vincent spoke.
“Look, the main Nkaneng township is to the east, so that is where most of the miners live, however,
there will also be miners coming towards the mine from the township in the south, but they will
need to cross the railway line to get to us.”
Pieter marked the two township positions with his red marker pen.
He then drew circles around the Karee 3 and Karee 4 mineshafts.
With his blue marker pen, he marked the platinum smelter which was a few kilometres south of the
Nkareng sports stadium.
Pieter was sure that the striking miners would assemble at a point, and that would most likely be in
the town’s shopping district.
They would be on a mission to make a noise in the hope that their numbers would grow before they
arrived at the mine.
So, the cops would need to position their water cannons and barbed wire fences about fifty metres
in front of the main entrance to the Loxton Mine.
He marked the main entrance with his black pen.
“Vincent, are you one hundred percent certain that there are no other areas of accommodation to
the north or west?” asked Pieter, with his eyes firmly focused on the map.
“I am dead sure, unless some are living in the mineshafts underground,” joked Vincent.
Pieter did not even flinch at the joke as his mind was racing in other directions.
“So, what is the plan?” asked Vincent.
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Pieter puffed out his cheeks.
“We put ten heavily armed men behind the police cordon and in front of the security guard house,”
said the cop with confidence.
“Then we form a second cordon of twenty armed men with shotguns at least twenty metres inside
the property. The balance of the men will be the third tier of security around the offices.”
Vincent grinned. He enjoyed Pieter’s thinking.
“Do you need me to come with you to the meeting with the Police Commissioner later or are you
alright to handle it alone?” asked Vincent.
“I will be fine, Vincent,” smiled Pieter.
Vincent shook hands with the cop.
“I am going to run a few errands so I will call you much later,” said Vincent as he headed to the door.
Pieter saw this as a lucky break for two reasons. Firstly, he would now be able to get away for his
meeting with Lucas Sithole.
Secondly, he would now change his security approach but only for his peace of mind. He certainly
did not trust the Police Commissioner and was still trying to work out just how far he could trust
Vincent Khoza.
Pieter rolled up the map and replaced it in his black leather folder. Then he checked out the corridor
before wheeling the trolley filled with weapons down the side path. Once at the side gate, he found
it unlocked and worked his trolley through it. Then he whistled as he pushed the trolley towards his
car, where he stored the weapons in the vehicle’s boot.
No sooner had he shut the boot lid of the vehicle, than his mobile phone began to ring.
“Erasmus, waar die fok is jy (Erasmus, where the fuck are you)?” asked the caller who was none
other than Colonel Jaap Cornelius.
“Jaap, ek is op Marikana (Jaap, I am in Marikana),” replied Pieter.
“Ek gaan nou met Lucas Sithole vergader (I am going to meet shortly with Lucas Sithole).”
“Nee meer nie (not anymore),” said Jaap.
“Wat bedoel jy (what do you mean)?” asked Pieter.
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“Die Marikana polisie het Lucas Sithole se liggaam gevind binne sy motor so tien kilometer van die
myn af. Hy het driee koeels in the kop gevat (The Marikana police found Lucas Sithole’s body inside
his car about 10 kilometres from the mine. He took three bullets to the head).”
A cold shiver went down Pieter’s spine. What did Lucas Sithole know that forced someone to silence
him? Had the hit been carried out by one of Ace Mabuza’s men? Was that the reason why Vincent
Khoza headed off? Was Pieter’s name also on a hitlist?
Pieter cast an eye around the parking area to see if he was being watched. All seemed in order.
Like with Vincent Khoza, he could not share his true security plan with Police Commissioner
Lawrence Mathibe. For all he knew, it could have been one of Mathibe’s men who had taken out
Lucas Sithole.
The only good news was that Pieter now only had to concentrate on the Ace Mabuza tender.
He needed to sit down and drink something. He needed to think straight. The stakes in the game
were being raised by the minute. He had enough ammunition in his vehicle to blow up half of
Marikana and other towns too. The question was how would he achieve his goal without being the
fall guy for his black bosses?
He looked up towards the heavens.
Ja, if Lindiwe Snr and Lindiwe Jnr had not been taken from him, things could have been different.
His life had now become a misery and it was time for the blacks to pay the ultimate price.
Tomorrow will be a day of black-on-black violence like never seen before in the Republic of South
Africa, thought Pieter with a wry smile. Tomorrow would be the day of Pieter Erasmus except
nobody would know that he was the schemer of all schemers in Marikana!
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Chapter 27 - Eyes in the Back of Your Head
The assassination of Lucas Sithole had left Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus with the firm view that he
could be next to be eliminated. He did not trust his new business mates, especially the Police
Commissioner, Lawrence Mathibe. His gut feels seldom let him down and this time it was telling him
that trouble was just around the corner.
He was able to drive his vehicle into the Loxton Mine property, with the security guards not even
checking his car’s boot which was filled with weapons and ammunition.
Time was ticking. He needed to brief the fifty security men at his disposal before giving a final report
back to the Police Commissioner and Minister of Mineral and Energy Affairs. Pieter felt like he was
in a situation where he had a choice of which devil to back.
As he walked down the corridor of the main administration offices, he could hear black voices in the
distance. He followed the sound until he found the meeting hall where the sound came from.
Judging by their attire, he worked out very quickly that these men were security officers, who were
set to put their lives on the line in a few hours’ time.
As was the case when a white man was present, the room went silent as soon as he walked in.
Without even being asked, the men politely took their seats and stared at the white man, who began
to unroll his map of Loxton Mine, which had been stored in his black leather file.
To the blacks in the hall, Pieter was just another racist Afrikaner. They had not got to know him yet,
but it was the typical mindset of a black African at that stage to jump to this conclusion. The reason
was because few Afrikaners had treated them with respect in the past. If a security guard died in the
line of duty, so what? The deceased’s family would get a pay-out and life went on. If the value of the
lives of the miners was cheap to the Loxton Mine bosses, the value of life of the security guards was
not worth much more.
They were all disposable commodities in the minds of the rich. South Africa’s unemployment rate
was so high that if a miner or security guard were killed, a new person could replace them tomorrow.
It was almost like nobody cared.
Wrong, miners and security men! Pieter Erasmus did care! He cared about pulling off his most daring
of plans to satisfy the racist blood that ran in his veins.
If Pieter had his way, tomorrow would be a black bloodbath like no other. He was on a mission to
make Marikana into the talk of the town for all the wrong reasons.
Unlike the security plan that Pieter had explained to Vincent Khoza, the Lieutenant made some
amendments when explaining the strategy to the security men.
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He divided his resources into two groups of 25 each. The first batch would stand behind the police’s
barbed wire near the main gate while the second lot would guard the buildings.
Pieter knew that he did not have enough manpower to make sure that all went off as smoothly as
possible, but then again, that was never his plan.
The mood in the hall was one of distrust. It was clear for Pieter to work out that they trusted him
little and the South African Police Services even less. The reason for this was because two security
guards had been hacked to death by the striking miners a week earlier. The security men felt that
the cops could have done more to save their colleagues.
It was almost like there were four forces at play here. Loxton Mine paid the bills, the miners did not
like the bills, the cops were on hand to keep the peace but in fact did very little of that at all. The
final group was the security men. The contract of their previous black security bosses had been
terminated. Now a complete white stranger had been brought in to tell them how to do their jobs.
How could they put their lives on the line for someone whom they had only just met?
Once Pieter had laid down his plan, the majority seemed to be in favour of it. Other muttered. Pieter
always knew that in life there would be optimists and pessimists.
Of course, the security plan that he presented was not the official one. The true version was in his
head and he would change things at the last moment so that the South African Police Services could
not sabotage his efforts.
All through the briefing process, Pieter’s eyes caught on the No 03 and 04 mine shafts. Vincent Khoza
had assured him that there were no miners living in that area. However, Pieter saw it as a possible
decoy. Everyone would be faced towards the main gate. The townships could easily be blocked off,
but he had a feeling that the mineshafts could hold a few surprises.
Yes, most of the miners would gather in the town in the hope that their noise would attract more
people to support their cause. Yet, Pieter was streetwise enough to expect the unexpected.
Pieter’s well-trained cop eyes caught on to the faces of the security men in front of him. He could
usually tell when a person was honest or not through how their cheeks moved when he spoke. If the
cheek muscles moved up and down, he suspected that the person may not be totally in on the
mission.
At least that is how it worked with most white people.
This was new territory for Pieter as the skin of many of the black security men was so dark that he
battled to see if the cheek muscles moved as he spoke to them.
Then a tall security guard stood up and said the words that Pieter was grateful to hear – “We will
help you”.
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Nobody challenged the man. It was as if this was their leader and his word was final.
“There comes a time in life when one has to trust and I think that we have reached that point,”
explained the security man.
“Over the years, the mines have put bread on our table and paid the school fees for many of us to
be educated,” went on the man.
“Irrespective of what happens tomorrow, I think we owe some gratitude to the mine bosses.”
This was something that the miners did not understand. No, this was something that they did
understand but refused to accept. Earning minimum wages around the R4500 a month mark, the
miners felt that they were being taken advantage of by their rich bosses.
They unearthed the minerals and the company’s share prices continued to sky-rocket, but the
miners’ salaries remained out of proportion to the bigger picture.
If Pieter had been on a different mission, his heart would have pumped custard for this man who
was basically placing his heart on his sleeve.
The security men were prepared to die for the cause to teach the miners a lesson. The dying part
pleased Pieter as it fitted well into his bigger plan.
“If we don’t come back, let the record state that we gave it our best shot and we know that as with
the miners’ families, the Loxton Mine bosses will look after our loved ones,” continued the security
leader.
His words were met with applause. Then it was Pieter’s turn to sell some proverbial ice to eskimos.
“You will all come back tomorrow, and the miners will have learnt that wage issues need to be
finalised around a negotiating table and not by taking the law into their own hands,” exclaimed
Pieter.
The problem was that the miners had lost faith in their trade union representatives. They now felt
that the only way for the mine bosses to fully understand their plight was for some damage to be
done to the mine property. Perhaps then, the Loxton Mine bosses would understand just how
serious the situation really was.
Pieter advised that call time for the operation would be 02h00. It would be at this point that the
security men would be provided with their weapons and ammunition. However, he warned them to
only open fire on two accounts.
Firstly, if their lives were being threatened and secondly if the command was given by Police
Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe. The second part did not go down well with the guards, as they
had no respect left for the South African Police Services.
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Once all the security men had left the room, Pieter opened up a conversation with the tall security
man who had spoken on behalf of the group.
“I am Pieter Erasmus,” said the Lieutenant as he shook the man’s hand.
“I am Chris Chuene,” said the guard, of slender build.
He explained to Pieter that he has been in the security industry over fifteen years of which ten of
those years had been spent in protecting the Loxton Mine.
Pieter let his gut feel lead the way and immediately got a sense that Chris Chuene was a man who
could be trusted. By his words, Pieter got to understand that the man knew the security industry
inside and out.
More importantly, he knew the Loxton Mine precinct inside and out.
That would come in handy for Pieter.
He unveiled his master plan to Chris.
“We will use the twenty to fifty metres from the barbed wire to the main gate as a code blue zone,”
began Pieter.
“Then the area from the gate to the buildings will be a code green zone. Then the area from the
buildings to the back towards the shafts will be the code red zone.”
“So, we will have three sets of commands,” went on Pieter.
“Code blue is for the water cannons and rubber bullets, code green is for teargas, and code red is
the call for live ammunition.”
Chris nodded.
“I can sense that you trust the cops as little as we do,” uttered the security man.
Pieter looked up from the map.
“Why do you say that?” he asked.
“I suspect you gave a different plan to the men earlier because you suspect that some may leak your
colour code information to the cops,” answered Chris.
Pieter was impressed. Chris Chuene was spot on with his thinking.
Like Chris, Pieter was sure that there were a few moles inside the security group who were paid to
pass on information to the South African Police Services. How could Pieter know this? He was a cop
and had used similar strategies on previous cases to gain information.
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“Pieter, I can’t blame you,” said Chris with a sense of sadness in his voice.
“I believe that our two colleagues who were killed here last week, would be alive today if some of
our own people had not passed key information on to the miners. Now if they would sell out their
own brothers by giving information to the mining opposition, they would surely do the same with
the cops.”
Pieter nodded. Out in the open it was dog eats dog, especially if a few hundred Rands were offered
to poorly paid security men.
“Look, you can trust me, I am on your side,” said Chris.
Pieter was curious to test Chris on what he knew about Lucas Sithole.
“I suspect the Police Commissioner was set for a nice juicy kickback if his friends got the security
contract for the Loxton Mine, but instead, some mine decision-maker wanted the Lucas Sithole
group to get the deal,” explained Chris.
“As for Lucas Sithole, I believe that he had found out some things which put his life at risk. I haven’t
seen him around the mine offices for a while.”
Pieter gulped.
“You won’t see him around again,” said the Lieutenant.
“He was on his way here for a meeting this evening when someone put three bullets into his brain.”
Chris’s face turned grey from shock.
“Chris, you got to tell me what you think Lucas knew that put his life on the line,” ordered Pieter in
an aggressive tone.
Chris thought for a moment.
“From what I understand, Ace Mabuza and Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe are halfbrothers,” began the security man.
“However, there is some seriously bad blood between them. So much so that Mathibe was backing
another group to get the contract ahead of his brother. Lucas Sithole has stumbled on the Mabuza
and Mathibe family relationship. Even more so, Sithole had got his hands on some papers that
implicated Mathibe’s chosen security firm in some fraudulent activities. It is for this reason why I
suspect Sithole had to be taken care of.”
This was all making sense to Pieter. He had a horrible feeling about the Police Commissioner ever
since the earlier meeting had ended. Pieter had felt like he was in the way and now he knew why.
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“What are the chances that some of the Police Commissioner’s goons could take a pot shot at me?”
asked Pieter.
Chris’ face tensed up.
“Very good, Pieter, there are no angels in this security game, especially in Marikana,” quipped the
security man.
Pieter thought for a moment.
“Chris, I am trusting you,” he said.
“We have our plan, but we will not present it as such to the cops. We will present another one.”
Chris shook his head.
“The cops are bastards, Pieter. You are making the right decision.”
This was the que for Pieter to say that he was in fact one of those bastards, but he did not want to
blow his cover.
“Let’s go and tell Mathibe what he wants to hear,” said Pieter.
“Then we call our guys one hour early so 01h00 and brief them on the new plan.”
Pieter and Chris headed down the corridor and found the main meeting table packed with so-called
decision-makers.
Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe welcomed Pieter with the fakest of smiles but ignored Chris
Chuene.
Once seated, Pieter wrote a note which he passed to Chris.
What is up with LM and you?
Chris wrote back.
LM had an issue with the truth.
Pieter smiled.
He had found his partner in crime, who would later become his fall guy. As Chris had said, there are
no angels in the security game. The industry has a way of serving the heads of its best men on a
plate, in true John the Baptist style.
Chris unfolded his map of the Loxton Mine precinct.
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“Please update us, Mr Erasmus,” said the Police Commissioner.
Pieter grinned. Mathibe had still not worked out that Pieter was a cop. Now it was Pieter’s turn to
fool some of the country’s top security men with a fake plan and he knew that pulling the wool over
their eyes would not be difficult.
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Chapter 28 - Outsmarting the Less Brainy
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus left the meeting room with a smile as wide as the North West Province.
He had managed to convince Minister T.K. Muronga, Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe and
the rest of their braintrust that he had a plan to safeguard the Loxton Mine.
Yes, Pieter had a blue, black and red plan, but not quite like the one that he had revealed to security
man, Chris Chuene.
Blue would be for defence by police baton, black would be teargas and red would be water cannon.
Then they would wait on the command of the Police Commissioner before live ammunition would
be used. Mathibe grinned, but his white teeth would not have been as evident if only he knew what
Pieter’s cunning plan really was.
“Pieter, I want you to address the one hundred policemen in the main hall about your plan,” said
the Police Commissioner.
“I have to run to another meeting now.”
Pieter nodded. He had no doubt that Mathibe was going to another meeting, to inform them of
Pieter’s security plan.
The question was with who the Police Commissioner would be meeting. Was it with his consortium
that never got the security tender, or had he done a side deal with Vincent Khoza, seeing that he
was not on speaking terms with his half-brother, Acer Mabuza?
Pieter knew that his fake plan was set to be ambushed by Mathibe but he didn’t care. His aim was
to flood the Loxton Mine property with black blood.
With Mathibe out of the way, Pieter could now action the next part of his plan to create chaos.
With Chris Chuene at his side, he stared at the one hundred faces in the main hall. Some looked
excited about the task, while the honest ones, in the minority, seemed to not to be too keen on
quelling the uprising of their black brothers.
“This is how it is going to work!” bellowed Pieter.
“We have a coding system. The code blue zone means use only two rounds of live ammunition to
send a message to the strikers. Then the code green system at the main gate means that you fire
water cannons. Lastly, the code red system means use rubber bullets and teargas.”
This would have sounded a bit peachy to the more experienced cops.
“Sir, Commissioner Mathibe told us to only fire as a last resort,” said one brave voice in the crowd.
“Commissioner Mathibe is not here now, is he?” exclaimed Pieter.
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“We need to send a message to the strikers that we will not entertain their nonsense any further,
so fire those two rounds of live ammunition as soon as the strikers’ step over the white mark which
I will lay down.”
There was some muttering among the cops, but they knew better than to over challenge the
authority of the night.
“Have you got it?” asked Pieter.
“Yes sir,” was the resounding answer.
“Very well, there is no time to waste now,” said Pieter as he glanced at his wristwatch.
“Let’s get the barbed wire in place and call time is 03h00.”
Chris grinned and winked at Pieter. Both could not believe that the cops were this gullible.
“If I was a criminal, I could make a fortune and never get caught,” giggled Chris in a low voice to
Pieter.
Pieter nodded.
“That is exactly what is going on in this country,” he whispered.
“With many of the cops on the take, the problem is unlikely to be solved.”
Pieter felt a sense of tiredness but with all that was going on, sleep was not an option.
As much as he was starting to respect Chris Chuene, he also knew that he could not let down his
guard. Chris was a black man and therefore he was a part of Pieter’s enemy.
By 01h00, the security men had been briefed of the goings-on. They were provided with their
weapons and ammunition and an hour later, they were positioned. By the time that the cops got to
the site, they were taken aback. The security men were one up on them, not that this was difficult
to do.
By 04h00, the cops were in position too. The scene was set. All was present except the opposition.
They would come, Pieter was sure of it.
From a security office about two hundred metres away from the action, Pieter stood next to Police
Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe. If one did not know any better one would have thought that they
were comrades in arms.
It would be another four hours before what sounded like a swarm of bees, could be heard in the
distance. Then there was what looked like a dust-storm as a good few hundred feet-stomping
marchers, headed towards the Loxton Mine.
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Armed with pangas, traditional speers and any other object that could be used as a weapon, the
striking miners and some others who wanted to strike for the sake of striking, headed down the
street towards the main gate of the Loxton Mine.
As they approached the code blue zone about fifty metres from the main entrance, the cops carried
out Pieter’s command. It was time to send an early message to the striking miners.
Two rounds of live ammunition were fired at the miners who led the group. The first bullet struck a
miner in the stomach and he fell to the ground letting out a screeching sound. Another four miners
also breathed their last as pandemonium broke out among the group.
Cries of desperation, anguish and hatred could be heard, but the group continued to advance on the
main gate. A spear was thrown, and it lodged in the throat of a policeman, with blood gushing from
the wound. Another cop released two bullets from his weapon and one of the shots landed in the
right temple of the man who threw the speer.
The group were close to the cops now.
Fuck it, thought Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe as he watched the goings-on on a camera
in the security office. Where were the water cannons and the teargas and who gave the cops the
order to use live ammunition?
Pieter kept his eyes peeled on the monitor. He watched as the group broke through the first barrier.
Two of his security men tried to do hand-to-hand combat with the strikers but they had no chance.
There were just too many protestors. Pieter gritted his teeth as he watched two of the security
officers having their throats slit by the pangas of the opposition.
Another speer was thrown and another cop cried out in pain as the sharp weapon lodged in his neck.
Mathibe got on to the two-way radio.
“Fire the rubber bullets and teargas!” commanded Mathibe.
“But we can’t, sir,” was the reply.
“Why the fuck not?” asked the Police Commissioner.
The cop on the ground with the two-way radio responded.
“We are on code green, sir, and that means we only use the water cannons until we get to code
red,” the man said.
“Who the fuck gave you these orders?” yelled Mathibe, as he watched on the monitor as another
two cops were brutally clubbed to the point of death by the strikers.
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Then a gushing sound could be heard as the water cannons were activated and the strikes were
blasted back a good thirty metres. They tried to regroup but the water cannons were winning, and
the power of the water simply pushed the strikers from their feet and to the ground.
“I asked who the fuck gave the orders for the water cannons to be used in the second code zone and
for live ammunition to be used upfront?” asked an impatient Police Commissioner Mathibe.
“It was given to us by the mlungu (white) that you sent to the meeting last night,” said the man with
the two-way radio.
Lawrence Mathibe’s eyes turned as red as the devil.
The Minister, T.K Muronga and two of his bodyguards stood between the Police Commissioner and
Pieter. If it had not been for that, Mathibe may well have got physical with the Lieutenant.
Upfront, the war raged on as more rounds of live ammunition was being fired at the strikers. The
death toll had risen to twenty, with fifteen miners and five law enforcers having perished.
Mathibe turned to Pieter.
“This is all your doing; I won’t take responsibility for any of this!” he bellowed at Pieter.
Pieter’s aggressive nature kicked in and he lunged towards the head cop, with the Minister’s
bodyguards having to use their bodies to form an obstacle between the two men.
The scuffle was broken up by the sound of shattering glass as the window of the security office
disintegrated. All in the security office, including the Minister, dived for cover. Had the strikers
broken through all three cordons of security?
No, Pieter’s suspicion had become a reality. Twenty-odd strikers had managed to work their way
around the back of the property and were attacking the buildings from the side where the mine 03
and 04 shafts were.
Pieter reached for his 9mm pistol and in an instant drew the weapon into a firing position. He saw
miner a charging towards the security office and as the intruder was about to throw a spear at the
Police Commissioner. The man seemed to hesitate, but Pieter did not. he pulled back on the trigger
of his pistol.
Seconds felt like minutes as the bullet left the chamber of Pieter’s gun and landed in the skull of the
attacker, who fell to the ground, letting out a squeaking sound.
A second miner tried to charge at the Minister, but he too found himself taken out by the power of
a bullet from Pieter’s weapon.
Pieter looked up to see if there were more unwanted visitors but could not see any. He noted the
two bodyguards of the Minister, with their weapons drawn, as they protected their boss.
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As for Police Commissioner Mathibe, he lay motionless on the ground. Had he been struck down or
was he simply in shock?
Lawrence Mathibe indeed seemed to be in a state of shock. Pieter was left in no doubt that the
attack from the rear could well have been planned by one of the forces at play.
Pieter brought his body to a knee-height position and he was just in time to see a man trying to start
a fire at the far end of the corridor.
“Stop!” yelled Pieter.
The man did not listen and continued with his preparations of a fire, by throwing paper, wood, and
anything else that he could find into a pile, before reaching into his pocket for a box of matches.
Pieter of course did not realise that the man was reaching into his pocket for matches and raised his
weapon into a shooting position.
“Stop or I’ll shoot!” yelled Pieter.
The man began to bring his hand out of his jeans pocket with Pieter thinking that a weapon was
being drawn to be used against him.
Pieter pulled back on the trigger and the target was struck below the right cheek.
The man fell to the tiled floor and lay motionless with blood pouring from the headwound.
Pieter rushed forward and cautiously push the man’s hand away from his lifeless body. There in the
deceased’s right hand was a box of matches.
The Lieutenant sighed. How was he too know? He certainly couldn’t have taken the chance of the
man drawing a pistol and firing at him.
The corridor seemed quiet now as five cops had arrived at the security office and had set off in
pursuit of those strikers who had attempted to break through at the rear but had since retreated.
With his well-trained eyes scouring the precinct for any intruders, Pieter made his way back to the
security office. He was just in time to hear Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe claiming the glory
for allegedly saving the latest situation.
“Just as well my cops arrived here on time or else the situation could have been far worse than it
was, but at least you are safe, Minister,” said the Police Commissioner to T.K Muronga.
The Minister did not respond but turned his attention to Pieter.
“How did the raid at the back happen?” asked the Minister, who began to straighten his shirt and
tie.
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“Well, sir, I was informed that there are no people living on the premises and that the area is well
secured.”
“Who told you that?” butted in Lawrence Mathibe.
Pieter glared at the head cop. The Lieutenant did not want to say that Vincent Khoza had advised
him that the raids would come from the town centre as the miners lived in the township to the east
and the south.
Before Pieter could answer, another cop came charging into the security office.
“Sir, I think we have quelled the strike for the moment anyway,” said the man, wearing a bullet proof
vest and armed with a shot gun.
“What are the casualties?” asked the Minister.
“Five cops, seven security guards and 18 strikers deceased upfront, plus two more bodies at the
back, so that makes it a total of 32, sir,” reported the armed cop.
“Fuck it, I am sorry for my language, Minister, but this is going to be a tough one to report on,” said
Police Commissioner Mathibe.
“How many injuries to date?”
“Too many to count, sir, we have about 12 injured cops with the same amount of injured security
guards,” said the armed cop.
“Some of the injuries were quite severe. They came at us with pangas and some of the cops and
security people got cut quite badly.”
Pieter saw Chris Chuene standing near the door of the security office.
“Five of my best men perished today,” said Chris sadly.
Pieter shook his head.
“I know how it feels,” he said.
“I have lost some good friends during…”
He stopped short as he suddenly remembered that he needed to keep the fact that he was a cop a
secret.
“You know what, Pieter, I understand why many white people don’t like black people,” commented
Chris, as they walked down the corridor to the front of the premises.
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“I used to think that whites were just simply racist, but when blacks are prepared to savagely attack
people of their own skin colour like the way they did today, it makes me to see the situation from a
different perspective.”
“How do you mean?” questioned Pieter.
“Savage-like bastards,” responded Chris.
“Look, one has to judge each individual on their merits and shouldn’t stereotype especially based
on skin colour. It’s just that when people behave in the fashion that they did today… I mean all of
this wage talks needed to be sorted at the negotiating table, irrespective of how many days the talks
would take. Surely life cannot be sorted through pangas and shot guns.”
Pieter nodded. In a normal country that would be the case, however South Africa was far from
normal at the current moment.
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Chapter 29 - When a Stranger Visits
Flash! Flash! Flash! Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus pulled his body to the side of the corridor and had his
9mm pistol out in shooting mode within a second. What was going on at the main gate?
Chris Chuene giggled as they got within twenty metres of the security booth. The media had arrived
and the flashes that Pieter saw were from the photographers’ camera equipment. A South African
Broadcasting Corporation television news crew was on hand busy interviewing bystanders. Then the
news reporter saw Pieter.
“Mr Erasmus!” shouted the black reporter dressed in a white blouse and jeans.
Fuck it, Erasmus, your cover has been blown, thought the Lieutenant. His master plan of creating
black bloodshed and getting away without anyone knowing of involvement had just bit the dust.
Pieter was not sure as to how the news crew knew who he was. He had never done a media interview
before and until recently, he was nothing more than a low-ranking cop. Yet now the media were
calling his name in a bid to get his side of the story for the news bulletins.
Before Pieter could respond, he heard footsteps behind him and Police Commissioner Lawrence
Mathibe, accompanied by Minister T.K Muronga made their way past him to grab the limelight.
“Well, I can tell you that it was thanks too the speedy efforts of the South African Police Services,
that an even bigger bloodbath was averted here today,” said Mathibe, with several news reporters
dictaphones positioned close by while some journalists wrote down notes as he spoke.
“Did you believe that this is the end of the uprisings over miners’ wages?” asked the television news
lady to the Minister.
“I hope that the strikers have now got a clear message that violence is not a means to finding a
solution and the best way forward is for their representatives to return to the negotiating table,”
answered Muronga.
The media were eating up every word from the smooth-talking politician.
Then came the bombshell that knocked the wing out of Muronga’s sails.
“Minister, we understand that it was the police who opened fire from the front on the advancing
strikers and this caused the situation to get out of control,” said the news reporter.
T.K Muronga began to do his goldfish impression. His lips moved to answer the question, but no
sound came out. Firstly, he had only arrived at the security office at the back after the first shots
were fired. Secondly, he never knew that the cops had opened fire on the protestors upfront.
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“Ur, the Police Commissioner would be better placed to answer on that,” said Muronga, who was
sidestepping better than a Springbok rugby centre ever could.
Taken by surprise, Lawrence Mathibe cleared his throat.
“Well, I can tell you that the police are only to use live ammunition if their lives are in danger,” said
Mathibe, with a lack of confidence.
“Yes, Police Commissioner, but from what we have heard and seen, surely teargas, rubber bullets
and water cannons would have been used upfront, and not live ammunition?” pressed the news as
she held the microphone close to Mathibe’s chest.
The Police Commissioner coughed almost to buy time before answering.
“Look, I never gave any command for the use of live ammunition to be released on the strikers
upfront,” he said.
“Then who did?” asked the television reporter.
“That I don’t know at this current moment, but I am sure that all such questions will have answers
in due course,” replied Mathibe.
About twenty metres to his right, mortuary officials were busy placing bodies in silver foil-like
covering.
With the television segment done, a radio reporter from 702 Talk Radio pushed for his pound of
media flesh.
“Police Commissioner, we understand that the Loxton Mine property was also invaded at the rear,
meaning from the mineshaft side,” said the tall newsman in a red t-shirt and cut jeans.
“That is indeed what happened but how that happened remains a mystery at the moment as there
are no people living or working at the shafts at present,” said Mathibe.
“The premises are secured all around, so the only way that someone could get in at the back is if
they were allowed through the pedestrian gate there.”
“So, you are saying that someone may have unlocked the gate to allow an attack from the shaft
side?” went on the radio man.
“At this moment, all options are being investigated and we will update you as soon as we have
worked everything out,” replied the Police Commissioner.
It was like a game of table tennis. Ping, the questions went to the Police Commissioner. Pong, the
reply from the top cop.
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Pieter listened with intent. Not once had his name been mentioned. The media seemed keener to
get the views from the Minister and the Police Commissioner and that was fine as far as the
Lieutenant was concerned.
Pieter looked around. There was no sign of Vincent Khoza. Well, he knew that Vincent did not get
along with the Police Commissioner, but he was half expecting Ace Mabuza’s man to be listening in
on the goings-on.
Then the 702 Talk Radio reporter turned to the Minister.
“Minister, the government have known for a while that a strike situation like this was on the cards,”
he said.
Muronga had no intention to throw himself in at the deep end and waited for the question part.
“There is much fact that this could be linked to the President of the country who is believed to have
a major vested interest in the mine and its minerals,” went on the radio guy.
“Are you asking or are you telling me?” quipped Muronga as he did his best to dodge the question.
Whatever he said would get back to the President, so he needed to choose his words carefully.
“The law enforcement agencies have had ample time to prepare for such a showdown,” added the
radio reporter.
Muronga did not budge.
“Surely several deaths here today could have been averted?” questioned the media man.
Ah, at last a question and the Minister was compelled to answer.
“Yes, any life that is lost could possibly be averted,” said Muronga.
“So, are you saying that the law enforcers could have handled things differently?” asked the radio
reporter.
“Are you trying to put words into my mouth?” questioned the Minister.
This brought about some mutterings form the media group.
“Look, the Police Commissioner said that all options surrounding today’s happenings will be
investigated and once we have answers we will update the media accordingly,” covered the
Minister.
“Thank you and that is all for now.”
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Pieter watched from a distance as the Minister was ushered away by his bodyguards and the Police
Commissioner Mathibe. Before he got hooked into doing an interview, Pieter also retreated along
with Chris Chuene.
Pieter and Chris spent a good fifteen minutes in the corridor chatting as they carried out a postmortem on the goings-on.
By the time that they returned to the main meeting room, a few new faces had arrived. Titus
Magubane, the spokesperson for the Minister, was busy setting up a mini-call-centre. Soon the
phone lines were buzzing and not with much complimentary talk either.
“You bastards, you killed my husband!” yelled a female caller down the line.
“I hope you and your family all rot in hell!”
It was not going to be an easy day for any of the parties.
Pieter knew that some would be yelling similar abuse at him over the fact that some of the security
guards had perished.
Extra policing had been placed around the meeting room. Following the ambush from the rear early
in the day, the Minister’s safety needed to be safeguarded as well as the other big shots in the
meeting room.
What worried Pieter was that television presenter who had called him by his name. He did not want
anyone to know who he was but that seemed to be water under the bridge now. It was all rather
strange. The Police Commissioner had not yet worked out that Pieter was a Lieutenant in the police,
but the national broadcaster knew exactly who he was. It was like the people knew more than the
leaders did.
“Pass that marker pen to me, please,” said Pieter to Chris, as they sat staring at the map of the
Loxton Mine. However, Chris was not listening. He was far more intrigued with a conversation that
was happening in isiZulu two seats to his right.
The name ‘Sithole’ had made his ears pick up. He did not know the person who was speaking to Titus
Magubane. However, he could clear make out the context of the chat. Yes, the man felt that Lucas
Sithole had to be taken care of as he knew too much about the Minister’s dealings in the Loxton
Mine. It sounded like Sithole was about to sing like a canary about several dodgy dealings involving
the Minister of Mineral and Energy Affairs, T.K Muronga.
Chris did his best not to let the two men know just how interested he was in their chat. He listened
in further. The Minister was on a mission to get a nice big, fat kickback from Ace Mabuza, should
that consortium have received the security tender. So that was another reason to keep Lucas Sithole
out of the picture.
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Then Chris heard them talk about Pieter. He was the obvious choice to be the fall guy for what had
just transpired. They would play the race card and work Pieter out the door.
He would be replaced by one of the top security men who had worked for Lucas Sithole. Every man
had his price.
So why had Vincent Khoza been so keen on bringing Pieter Erasmus in in the first place? The answer
was race. Several of the white Loxton Mine shareholders would have felt more comfortable with a
white man heading up the security arrangements. Now that the white man had made a mess and
lives had been lost, the point could be argued that it would be best to appoint a black man who
knows the terrain.
Then Chris overheard something else that raised his eyebrows. A women’s march on Loxton Mine
was seemingly being planned for later in the week. A women’s march. Yes, the wives, sisters,
daughters, and aunts were tired of watching their men being killed or taken advantage off!
Surely if a few hundred women marched on the Loxton Mine, the security and police would not
open fire with live ammunition, particularly after what had happened earlier today?
Once the two men had moved on, Chris called Pieter out of the room and updated him on what he
had learnt.
“Fucking hell, you mean Muronga put a hit out on Lucas Sithole?” he exclaimed rhetorically, and
then whistled as he let the air out of his cheeks.
Chris nodded.
“The good news is that there was no mention of eliminating you by means of a gun, but you are
definitely down to be the fall guy for what happened here today,” said Chris.
“You know that the Police Commissioner will support that one hundred percent.”
………………………
“Ke tsela e feng e lebang Marikana (Which way is it to Marikana)?” asked a middle-aged lady as she
climbed on to a taxi in Pretoria.
The radio in the taxi was blaring away about the massacre in Marikana. Those onboard the taxi were
stunned. Was the ANC showing its true colours and starting to control the people that they said they
cared for, through the barrel of a gun?
It happened like this in many other African countries who had fought the good fight to receive
freedom for their people from the colonialists. Then when power was in the hands of the black
leaders who had led the charge for freedom, a semi-socialist democracy came into being. Freedom
was there unless the government said otherwise.
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Was the ANC going this route too? When there was something that they did not like and the people
stood up for their rights, gunfire was used to quell the situation.
In truth, South Africa was one of the only true democracies on the continent. Sure, other countries
claimed to live according to democratic rule and had national elections, but the result was usually
known before the votes were cast.
Governments come and governments go. The Apartheid government came into being in 1948 and
eventually was pushed aside at the polls by the ANC in 1994. How long would it be before a more
popular black political party came to the fore to oust the ANC from the top spot?
The woman on the taxi was not one who cared too much about politics. She was on a one-objective
mission. Her aim was to find Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus. She had tried to find him at the police
headquarters but nobody there was too keen to help her. She had not seen him for years and at one
stage had begun to think that he was no longer on this earth. Then along came Marikana and there
he was. Standing a few metres wide of the Police Commissioner on the television screen.
Again, it seemed that Pieter’s plan of keeping a low profile while shedding black blood, had come to
nought.
There were more people interested in Pieter Erasmus than just the Minister, T.K Muronga, the Police
Commissioner, Lawrence Mathibe, and a few other hangers-on in Marikana.
Things were about to change for Pieter. His life was set to become that much more complicated.
Would he stray from his plan?
Or was he ready to embark on another showdown against the blacks? Surely, even Pieter Erasmus
was not that heartless that he would turn his anger on the women’s march planned for a few days’
from now?
If this mystery woman made her way to Marikana and found Pieter, was it a case of that he had
finally met his match?
Back in Marikana, Pieter felt a great sense of achievement for what had happened earlier in the day.
He felt like he was the king of his castle. No man or woman could knock him from his throne. Yes,
he needed to plane another mass attack. The miners were creating the platforms and he was
capitalising on them. Time was ticking. He needed to carry out these onslaughts before his
opponents tried to use him as the fall guy for the Marikana disaster.
If anyone were able to stop him, it could possibly be Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr and Lindiwe Buthelezi
Jnr, but they had both been taken from his life. Now it was Pieter on his own as he looked to make
his family and ancestors’ smile. They hated the blacks and had that spirit inbred into Pieter just like
it was inbred by other white adults into their youngsters.
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The difference was that Pieter had the courage to carry out what other whites merely dreamed
about.
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Chapter 30 - Fuelling the Flames
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus felt like his head was about to explode from all the tender politics. He did
not have a problem with the massacre that happened earlier, after all, he was the one who planned
most of it.
He informed Chris that he was going out to get some fresh air and headed to his car. As he drove
towards the main gate, the crowd had seemingly doubled in size. Any thoughts that he had of not
being recognised were also out of the window.
“You Loxton bastards!” roared a man with a wooden club in his right hand.
“You don’t give a damn about anything except profits!”
Pieter could see the anguish on the faces of people who had lost loved ones in the massacre. Well,
he thought, they should think about such things before they kill white farmers and other people who
had built this country up over the years.
The ‘they’ that he referred too, was of course the black people. Pieter felt little for those who had
perished today. He was just saddened that the death toll was so low. To Pieter Erasmus, black lives
were cheaper than cheap.
The Lieutenant looked at the fuel gauge of his vehicle. He needed to get to a filling station urgently
before the car ground to a holt.
There was only one fuel station in Marikana, and he drove the vehicle to the Engen Marikana
Motors, while keeping his fingers crossed that the pumps there were full of fuel. If not, he would
have to either wait for the tankers to come and refill the pumps or chance it and drive a good thirty
kilometres to the Buffels Park fuel station which was just short of the turn back on to the N4 highway
to Pretoria.
As he pulled up at the nearest fuel pump at Engen Marikana Motors, he noticed a mini taxi full of
blacks turning into the fuel station with its tyres screeching from speed.
Bloody blacks, they just have no respect for the law or anything for that matter, he thought.
While Pieter was in deep thought about the occupants of the mini taxi, a black fuel attendant came
up to the driver’s window of his vehicle which was open.
“Hello, how can I help?” said the man with a smile.
“Put in R100 of 95 petrol,” replied Pieter.
Then he decided to test the mindset of the fuel attendant.
“Did you hear about the incident at the Loxton Mine?” inquired the Lieutenant.
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The smile fell from the fuel attendant’s face.
“My brother was killed there earlier today,” he said sadly.
“I wanted to go to the mine to pay my respects, but my boss won’t give me time off from work. I got
told that if I go to the mine then I must not bother to come back. I will be replaced here by someone
else.”
Pieter wanted to smile but withheld his joy.
The cop watched as about twenty people descended from the 16-seater mini taxi. He knew exactly
how the taxi drivers operated. They would fill the vehicle to the maximum and more as the more
people that they were able to transport, the more money they would make.
In first world countries it worked differently. If a bus had 24 seats, then only that amount of people
were allowed onboard. It makes sense every in the world except in Africa.
Pieter also knew that while most of the mini taxi drivers in South Africa had driver’s licences, very
few of them had done the driver’s test. They simply bribed the officials at the traffic department to
gain their paperwork. Do mini taxi drivers know the rules of the road? Of course, they do. They just
choose to ignore them.
Something caused Pieter to turn his gaze towards the fuel pump. The fuel attendant had mistakenly
put in 93 grade fuel which is usually used at the coast, instead of 95 grade fuel which is used inland.
In a flash, the attendant realised his mistake.
“I am sorry, sir,” he said.
“Fok jou, jou dom bobbejaan (fuck you, you dumb baboon)!” shouted Pieter.
This caused some of the passengers from the mini taxi to look at the altercation that was happening
to their right.
“Pieter!” screamed a female voice.
The woman who had been on the mini taxi moved towards the Lieutenant.
Pieter could not believe what he was seeing. Standing ten yards in front of him was Lindiwe Buthelezi
Snr.
The woman’s eyes began to shed tears of joy.
“You thought I was dead, didn’t you?” she said.
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Pieter’s face tensed as he noticed how he was being watched by a few of the other black passengers
from the mini taxi.
“As far as I am concerned you are dead,” he exclaimed.
“If you had not disappeared life would have been different for all of us.”
Lindiwe sighed.
“I saw that you were involved with the incident at Marikana,” she quipped.
“So, what if I was, those people got what they deserved,” replied the cop aggressively.
Lindiwe raised her voice.
“Those were just innocent miners protesting about the poor wages that they have been receiving
while the rich bosses, and mainly white bosses, have been living a life of luxury through the efforts
of the working class!” said Lindiwe.
“Fuck them all,” retorted Pieter.
“Do you know how many of my people have been ruthlessly killed since the ANC terrorist
organisation came to power in 1994?”
“That doesn’t make things right, Pieter!” yelled Lindiwe.
“I thought you were different to all of the other racist Afrikaners, but it appears you were just hiding
your true feelings. I am glad I went away when I did!”
Pieter moved slightly towards Lindiwe.
“Who are you to say what is right?” he screamed.
“Your people have destroyed what used to be a civilised country of international reputation. Can’t
you see that your people were born to clean floors and mow lawns? Your people do not have the
ability to take decisions and hold office jobs, except for perhaps cleaning staff!”
Lindiwe’s eyes raged.
“Pieter, what has happened to you?” she screamed.
The cop lunged forward at the woman.
“What happened to me?” he shouted.
“It is more a case of what happened to you. This country is a ticking time bomb because of the
incompetence and greed of your people. Can’t you see that?”
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A black man from the mini taxi came to Lindiwe’s defence.
“Hey, mlungu (white), just relax,” said the short, well built man, who wore a white t-shirt.
Pieter lost his cool.
“You don’t tell me to relax, you black bastard!” he shouted.
“I will kill both of you right here!”
Pieter pulled back with his right arm to throw a punch at Lindiwe. The effort caught the woman on
the right side of the face.
The man reacted by attempting to put his body between Pieter and Lindiwe. The cop had enough
and reached for his pistol.
The black man reached for the weapon, to disarm Pieter and what looked like a wrestling match
broke out as onlookers gasped in amazement. During the tussle, a shot went off from Pieter’s pistol.
Two other men came forward and one disarmed Pieter of the pistol.
“You will rot in jail for this, you white arsehole!” shouted the man holding the pistol.
“Why don’t you go back to your ancestors in Europe!”
Pay for what, thought Pieter, and moments later, as a man brought him to his feet and held him
away from the action, he realised what had happened.
“Someone call an ambulance!” shouted a black man, who knelt alongside Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr. The
bullet that had been fired from Pieter’s pistol, had struck the woman in the neck.
Pieter tried to pull away from the man who was holding his arms, to go to his vehicle.
“You are not going anywhere!” shouted the man who was holding his arms.
“You and your ancestors will pay for this crime for centuries to come!” another black man shouted.
“You will go to hell for this!”
Pieter laughed hysterically.
“Don’t you realise that this life is heaven to you,” he said.
“Hell is still coming. It’s a special place for blacks-only.”
The man holding Pieter’s arms had decided that he had enough and loosened his grip to take a swing
at Pieter with fist.
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However, he was no match for the Lieutenant, who pulled back with a punch of his own and the
man flew a good three metres through the air before landing on the ground, letting out a moaning
sound as he held his jaw.
Eventually, two other black men took the cop to the ground and pinned his arms.
“This is not the 1980s, bru (brother),” said the one.
“I would kill you now if I were allowed too. The truth is that the white man is not worthy of kissing
the black man’s backside.”
Pieter tried to wriggle free but the weight of the two men on top of him was just too much. The
sound of an ambulance siren could be heard in the distance as medical help for Lindiwe was on its
way.
Again, Pieter tried to break free.
“You are going to jail, you white piece of trash,” said the larger of the two black men who was holding
the cop down.
“Maybe, but you are going to the cemetery,” muttered Pieter.
“Why?” asked the big black man.
“Well, because your HIV antivirals don’t last forever,” said Pieter aggressively.
It was another common understanding among conservative-minded whites that all black people die
of HIV-Aids.
“Fuck you, mlungu!” the man shouted.
Another man moved forward and tried to kick Pieter in the ribs, but the cop managed to turn the
larger man’s body to take blow for him.
A loud cry of pain could be heard from the man.
Pieter looked on with admiration.
The larger man got to his feet and told his colleague to keep Pieter pinned down. Then the big man
went after the black fellow who had accidentally kicked him in the ribs. A fight broke out near the
ambulance.
Pieter was eventually hauled to his feet and marched to the mini taxi, which then took him to the
police station.
As his oppressor walked him into the police station a large Afrikaner cop noticed Pieter.
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“Hey, is jy nie die ou wat die sekuritieit by the Loxton Myn bestuur het nie (hey, aren’t you the guy
who managed the security at the Loxton Mine)?” asked the blonde cop.
Pieter nodded.
“Mooi so, vannoggend was puik (great, this morning was super),” he whispered to Pieter, in ignoring
the black men who were with the Lieutenant.
Then finally, the big cop’s mind clicked.
“How can I help you?” said the burly figure to the black men.
“This white guy needs to be arrested for shooting one of our sisters,” said the taller of the two men
at Pieter’s side.
The on-duty cop did not understand. He never realised that black people refer to most women as
sisters.
“How many sisters have you got?” asked the big cop.
The black men were getting restless.
“This man shot a black woman in the neck at the fuel station,” said one of the black men aggressively.
“We want to open a case against him and for him to be kept behind bars without parole until the
matter is resolved.”
The big cop glared at the black speaker.
“I can open a case, but we are not a court and only a judge can decide if he gets parole or not,” said
the man in the blue uniform, who then went to sit down behind the reception desk and pulled out
a case pad on which he began to write.
“Name?” asked the on-duty cop.
Pieter gave his name and other particulars before explaining what happened.
“You have heard his side of the story so arrest him now!” said one of the black men.
“We are tired of you white cops protecting your white criminals!”
The on-duty cop stood up from his chair behind the desk and laid down the law.
“Alright, this is how it will work here,” he began.
“Lieutenant Erasmus will remain in our custody and one of you gentleman will remain to give further
details. The rest of you will wait outside.”
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Together with two black cops, the big policeman ushered the black supporters out of the door and
locked it. Immediately thereafter, singing and dancing began outside.
The popular political war cry song of ‘Kill the boer, kill the farmer’ could be heard, as the black
supporters stamped their feet.
Once all the paperwork had been completed, the black man watched as Pieter was led away to a
holding cell at the back of the police station.
“If you let him out of there, we will be back!” warned the black man.
“I know how to do my job, sir,” said the larger-than-life cop.
A dejected Pieter Erasmus sat in a holding cells with his hands over his head.
His hatred towards blacks had gone to a new level, but he certainly had no intention of shooting
Lindiwe. It was an error. The bullet had been meant for the black man who was in between them.
Thirty minutes passed before the big cop came to bring his prisoner some ice-cold water.
“Drink dit, dit sal jou senuwees help (drink this, it will calm your nerves),” said the cop.
Pieter stared at the name tag on the policeman’s shirt.
“Konstable Jonker, jy moet vir my by die hospital kry (Constable Jonker you must get me to the
hospital),” remarked a tense Pieter.
“Hoekom, is jy siek (why, are you sick)?” asked Jonker.
“Nee, maar ek moet by daai vrou uitkom (no but I have to get to that woman),” said Pieter with a
sense of urgency in his voice.
“Dit was n ongeluk. Ek het nie vir haar gemuk nie (It was an accident. I never aimed for her).”
The big cop rubbed his hand over his short blonde hair.
“Jy weet wat sal gebeur as daai ouens uitvind date k vir jou uitgelaat het (you know what will happen
if those guys found out that I let you out of here)?” said Jonker.
“Asseblief, ek sal nie ontsnap nie (please, I won’t escape),” promised Pieter.
Jonker puffed out his cheeks.
“Ek kan vir jou by die agterduur uitvat en wegvat in n tronkvoortuig na die hospital toe (I can take
you out the back door and to the hospital in a prison van),” offered Jonker.
“Maak so (make it happen),” acknowledged Pieter.
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Chapter 31 - Twin Troubles
“Vat so (take this),” said Constable Jonker, as he threw a plastic bag filled with clothing to Lieutenant
Pieter Erasmus.
“Van nou af is jy nie meer Pieter Erasmus nie maar sy identiese tweeling boetie, Kerneels Erasmus
(from now on you are not Pieter Erasmus but his identical twin brother, Kerneels Erasmus).”
This plan was being put in place to try and keep the black uprising which had brough Pieter to the
police station under control.
Pieter liked Jonker’s thinking. In a way the big policeman was almost too intelligent too be a cop, or
at least too intelligent to be a Constable.
Pieter changed into the Constable’s grey t-shirt and black pants. The clothing was hopelessly too big
for the Lieutenant, but right now beggars couldn’t be choosers. He tightened the belt of his pants as
much as he could to avoid the trousers from falling down. He hoped that nobody he knew would
spot him because firstly, he wasn’t used to being transported in a prison van, and secondly, he
looked quite a sight with these large clothes.
“As iemand vra, ek het vir Pieter Erasmus Rustenburg toe gevat vir sy hof datum (if anyone asks, I
took Pieter Erasmus to Rustenburg for his court date),” said Jonker, as he led Pieter to the back door
of the office and out to the prison van.
“My loopbaan is op die spel hier boeta, die wat jy doen maak seker jy doen hom reg (my career is on
the line here, brother, what you do make sure that you do it right.”
Jonker had found out that Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr had been airlifted to the Brits District hospital,
which was about 50 kilometres from Marikana.
Jonker was driving at some speed and there were times when Pieter thought that the van that
transported prisoners between the court and the holding cells, would overturn. However, the
Almighty was clearly favouring him as the vehicle remained upright and made it to the hospital in
Brits in less than an hour.
Jonker made sure that nobody was watching before he released Pieter from the back of the van.
“Onthou, jy is Kerneels Erasmus (remember, you are Kerneels Erasmus),” said Jonker with a grin.
Pieter entered the main door of the hospital with Jonker on his heels.
It was only on the trip to the hospital that Pieter had started to feel some sort of remorse for what
he had done to Lindiwe. He felt little for the blacks who had been massacred in Marikana, just like
they felt little about killing a policeman.
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However, when all was said and done, he was after-all the father of Lindiwe Snr’s child. There had
been a special bond between Pieter and Lindiwe Snr at one stage in their lives.
Jonker used his police identification to find out where Lindiwe was being treated.
“She is in surgery at the moment and the doctors will update you as soon as they are done with her,”
said the black nurse at the reception desk.
“She was in a bad state when she arrived, but we have a good team of doctors here. We pray it all
works out for the best.”
The nurse guided the two men into a waiting room and pointed towards the filter coffee pot which
held some freshly brewed refreshment in it.
“Help yourselves,” she said, before leaving the room.
For the next forty minutes, Pieter sat motionless in a chair near the window. Only now was he
beginning to understand the action that he had done and the outcome of it. Lindiwe may have been
born black, but if she died here due to a bullet fired from his pistol, he would never be able to forgive
himself.
Not for a moment did Pieter think how other black family members of the deceased at the Marikana
Massacre felt in losing their loved ones. To Pieter, those blacks who were mowed down by police
and security gunfire, were savages who were carrying out the devil’s mission to steal, kill and
destroy. How could someone who called himself a human being, justify their low wages by
attempting to burn down the offices of their employer?
No, man, thought Pieter. That is just hooliganism, nothing more and nothing less.
As Pieter sat in the chair, he watched the sun starting to move across the blue skies over the North
West Province. Eventually, the bright light had moved right across. The time of day was starting to
tick by, and Pieter was getting agitated.
The nurse had said that the doctor would brief them as soon as he was done with Lindiwe, but it
was almost two hours now since they had arrived at the hospital. What could be taking so long.
The waiting room door was open, and he looked up just in time to watch two crying women leaving
the hospital. Clearly, the person that they knew who had been in the surgery ward, had not escaped
death. Surely, the same will not happen to Lindiwe, thought Pieter. This was surely not how her life
would end?
He had lost her once already when he understood that she had died in giving birth to Lindiwe
Buthelezi Jnr, and now having just found her, he simply could not lose her again.
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Yes, they had both been involved in a showdown of racial hatred at the fuel station, and he had
punched her, but how now he wished he had not.
Gender Based Violence was alive and well in various areas of South Africa and a white cop laying a
punch on a black woman would certainly not go down too well in most sectors of society.
South Africa was going through a stage of women standing up against men. Some wanted out of
relationships and a minority group of men could not handle being rejected. They went with the ‘if I
can’t have you then no other men will’ philosophy. Women were being kidnapped, raped, and
murdered at an alarming rate.
What led to this? A shortage of family values in society and in families seemed to be the answer.
Many family members were looking wide of religion for answers and found themselves going on
wrong paths in life. Also, broken families were another reason. Men with numerous wives, sidechicks, and other distractions, led to stress, violence, and the ultimate evil acts against women.
Now Pieter Erasmus was a part of this.
He had never seen any of his family members behave in this fashion and he was not a part of a circle
of friends who carried on in that way either.
Pieter had a pretty good working relationship with the female cops at the police headquarters. He
did not fancy any of them from a love perspective, but he found them to be pretty disciplined in
their daily cop tasks, in fact, in most cases, more so than his male counterparts.
Another racist thought flashed through Pieter’s mind. He remembered his father telling him that
black people are not sons and daughters of God. In-fact old man Erasmus’ understanding was that
black people were created by Satan rather than by God. Therefore, black people did not go to heaven
when they passed on. So, that meant that life on earth was a form of heaven to the blacks.
Not for a moment did Pieter think about the millions of black people who were living in shacks in
squatter camps without water and electricity. In some cases, the municipalities were nice enough
to put in toilets, with one cubicle used by about 20 to 30 families in an area in the township.
Old Man Erasmus was of the view that the blacks should have stayed in the rural areas instead of
coming to the cities to look for work. That, in his mind, was what created the housing shortage.
Of course, jobs were scarce in the rural areas, hence the influx of black people to the cities, but Mr
Erasmus would never be able to understand this.
Pieter began to wonder what would happen to his life. Surely a Commission of Enquiry would be
called over the Marikana massacre and the Minister T.K. Muronga and Police Commissioner
Lawrence Mathibe would surely put all the blame at his proverbial doorstep.
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What would happen with his R4 million security deal to safeguard the Loxton Mine? That would
surely be water and the bridge too but at least he had the R400 000 deposit money in his bank
account, plus the R200 000 from the late Lucas Sithole.
Then there was the more serious case of his shooting of his former lover and soulmate, Lindiwe
Buthelezi Snr. He had never intended this to happen, but most people would find his version of
events hard to swallow.
At that moment, head surgeon, Doctor Henk Roux walked through the door, with his customary
stethoscope flung over his should as seen in the movies.
Pieter sprung to his feet and was joined by Constable Jonker in greeting the doctor.
“Meneere, sy het baie bloed verloor, maar ons het die koeel uitgehaal en die wond toegemaak (sirs,
she lost a lot of blood, but we took out the bullet and managed to close the wound),” said the doctor.
Pieter’s face tensed up.
“Wat is haar kaanse van oorlewing (what are her chances of survival)?” asked Pieter.
The doctor sighed.
“Kyk, met medisyne weet n mens nooit nie, maar ek dink ons sal n bietjie meer weet van hoe sy
reageer so oor 24 uur van nou af (look, its never easy to say when medicine is involved, but I think
we will have a better idea of how she is reacting to the medicine, in about 24 hours from now,”
summarised Doctor Roux.
“Miskien moet julle huistoe gaan en n bietjie rus kry. Niks sal gebeur tussen nou en so 24 uure nie
(Maybe you should go home and get some rest. Nothing will happen in the next 24 hours).”
The doctor turned and left the waiting room. If there was one thing that Pieter hated, it was not
being in control of a situation. He was a man who paid attention to detail but now Lindiwe’s life
hung in the balance, and he had no way of swaying the outcome.
“Konstabel, ek moet terug kom by die Loxton myn (Constable, I must get back to the Loxton Mine),”
said Pieter to Jonker.
“Is jy mal, die swartes sal jou daar doodmaak (are you mad, the blacks will kill you there),” replied
Jonker.
“Wel, dan ons moet terggaan na die polisiestasie toe en jy kan n polisievoortuig gebruik aangesien
jy eintlik n polisieman is (well, then we need to get back to the police station and you can use a police
vehicle seeing that you actually are a policeman),” suggested Jonker.
“Maar onthou, jy is Kerneels Erasmus vir die mense en Pieter Erasmus vir die baase (but remember,
you are Kerneels Erasmus to the people and Pieter Erasmus to the bosses).”
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Jonker gave Pieter his mobile phone back.
“Smaak my jy gaan dit gebruik (looks like you will need to use this),” he said, as he handed the
communications device to the Lieutenant.
Three hours passed by before Pieter Erasmus drove through the Loxton Mine main gate. The crowd
outside had subsided, but the media were ever present. He noticed a lot of flowers had been placed
near the gate, where miners, policemen and security guards had lost their lives.
All the time, Pieter could not get his mind off Lindiwe. As much as he wanted to see black people
lose their lives, he never for a moment thought that one of them would be Lindiwe. He had honestly
believed that she had died while giving birth to Lindiwe Jnr and had left this earth many years ago.
Now she was back, but not the same Lindiwe Snr of old. As much as Pieter had grown his hatred
towards the blacks, Lindiwe had developed the same hatred towards the whites. It was as if both
their eyes had been opened to grasp the realities of the real South Africa.
So, Nelson Mandela’s Rainbow Nation dream was really a dream after all. Some dreams turn into
reality, but clearly not this one.
At the main meeting room, Pieter was met by security man, Chris Chuene, who was over the moon
to see him.
“Pieter, thank God you are back, I was worried about you,” said the black security man.
“The wives, sisters and daughters of the miners killed have got permission to march on the mine
tomorrow morning. I know I am paid to defend the mine, but if things get hectic, I am not sure that
I have the stomach to shoot down some women.”
Pieter sniggered.
“We all have to do what we have to do,” remarked the Lieutenant.
“Let us put the plan together. How many women are we expecting to strike?”
“About two hundred, but you know how it goes?” replied Chris, as he stared at the Loxton Mine
precinct map infront of Pieter.
“Two hundred could easily become four hundred.”
Pieter nodded.
“Well, this time, we need to secure the rear of the property as well, so we don’t have any surprises
like last time,” ordered the Lieutenant.
“Definitely,” quipped Chris.
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“I won’t be surprised if some of the men join in on the march as the hatred out there is quite severe,”
added Pieter.
This time it was the turn of Chris to nod.
“Surely most of the work will be down to the cops this time as they will use rubber bullets, teargas
and possibly water cannons?” asked Chris.
“You can never be too prepared,” replied Pieter.
Then Titus Magubane, the spokesperson for the Minister, arrived with some startling news.
“The strikers have applied to the court for permission for five hundred protestors to march on the
mine tomorrow,” said the tubby-shaped man.
“What’s more, I heard that the court granted the permit for the protest to take place,” he added.
Pieter glanced at Chris as if to say, “You see what I mean?”
Chris shook his head.
“When will this all end, Pieter?” he exclaimed.
Pieter gritted his teeth together. This new revelation gave him another platform of potential black
blood spillage.
In all this excitement he now had something that excited him more than Lindiwe’s life which was
hanging by a thread in a hospital.
Pieter took out his colour markers and began to plan his colour-coded security plan. He noted that
the Police Commissioner and the Minister were not in the room and inquired to Titus as to their
whereabouts.
“They have been called to Pretoria for an urgent meeting,” replied Titus, who seemingly had his
mobile phone glued to his ear as members of the media called in search of updates and other
information.
One did not need to be a genius to work out as to why the Minister and the Police Commissioner
had been called to the Union Buildings in Pretoria.
They were more than happy to go and to give their side of the story. Unbeknown to them, their
principals had called them back to rebuke them. Yes, the leading authority in the country, wanted
Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus to head up the defence of the Loxton Mine. The question was why?
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Chapter 32 - Time to Shine, or Not
10 August 2012 will go down in the annuals of South African history as the equivalent of the
Apartheid regime’s live ammunition combat against protestors in the Sharpeville massacre in 1960.
Marikana would never be the same again! The death toll had ended at 34.
A day later, Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus lost his cool at the local fuel station and punched his former
lover, Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr, upon her arrival in the town.
Then when a black man tried to stop him, he pulled out his pistol and in a scuffle a shot went off,
with the bullet landing in Lindiwe’s neck.
While he visited Lindiwe during her touch-and-go days of life in hospital immediately after the
shooting, Pieter had made a point to cut himself off from the woman ever since. He had heard that
she had made a recovery from the injury, however, to safeguard himself from prosecution, he stayed
away. It was clear that Lindiwe had decided to leave things as they were, as she had not acted against
Pieter.
Three days later, a women’s march supposedly of relatives of the deceased, turned violent and more
live ammunition was used. This time seven more people were killed, but Pieter had been sensible
enough to instruct the shooters to only take aim at the men who had latched on to an opportunity
to protest and enjoy some fun in the sun.
Minister T.K Muronga and Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe had not returned from the Union
Buildings in Pretoria for the second showdown.
At the end of the day, lives had many lost – too many to mention. However, the Loxton Mine
property was still intact and that was what Pieter had been paid to make sure of.
It was May 2013 and the Lieutenant stood outside of a building in Rustenburg where the commission
of inquiry into the Marikana massacre was being held.
It was the Lieutenant’s turn to sit in the hot seat and to answer questions, but what surprised him
to date was that several policemen seemed to have a vendetta against Police Commissioner
Mathibe. Clearly, he was disliked among his peers, so much so that the cops stated under oath that
it was the Police Commissioner who gave the command to open fire with live ammunition on the
protestors.
Lawrence Mathibe had been present throughout the inquiry and had sat in the second row from the
front, shaking his head as his colleagues sold him out.
Of course, it had been Pieter who had given the order for the live ammunition to be fired on humans,
but he was being protected, not because the cops liked him, but because they wanted to see
Mathibe removed from his post.
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Even Minister Muronga seemed to be in on the act. Retired judge Ian Farlam, who headed the
commission of inquiry, watched on as the legal team of the deceased pressed the Minister on various
sensitive issues relating to the killings.
“Who gave the command for live ammunition to be fired on the protestors?” asked the head
prosecutor.
The Ministry seemed to have been suffering from a serious case of memory lapse.
“I can’t say as I was not present when that decision was taken,” responded Muronga.
“Was it Police Commissioner Mathibe who made the call to use live ammunition on the protestors
or did it come from a higher authority, perhaps in Pretoria,” pressed the prosecutor, hinting that
perhaps the President, a non-executive director of Loxton Mine, may have given the go-ahead to
shoot, to protect the share price of the firm.
“As I said, sir, I was not present when the decision to open fire on the protestors was made, and I
did not hear of any person giving the command,” retorted an agitated Muronga, who was not
enjoying the line of questioning.
Was Muronga on a mission to sink Mathibe and to get his preferred choice in as Police Commissioner
or even better, was he acting on the instructions of the President to shatter Mathibe’s already dodgy
image?
Ace Mabuza had been present for much of the inquiry too. The fat crook sat next to his yes-man,
Vincent Khoza, hoping that their names would not come out in the findings.
Pieter switched back to the present. He needed to answer in short sentences. The less he said, the
better.
Farlam adjusted a large pile of papers in front of him as Pieter took his seat. The commission had
been going on for a few weeks now and the families of the people killed were getting more
frustrated as the days went by. It seemed that some high-profile people were playing for time to
avoid paying for their sins.
The Farlam Commission also cost money, lots of it. So much so, that the families of the deceased
were struggling to make the trip from Marikana to Rustenburg each day to watch the goings-on.
Then there was the case of the prosecuting team which also had to be paid and were getting tired
of the Pretoria to Rustenburg trips so much so that they requested for the commission to shift its
base to Pretoria. They awaited the outcome from Justice Minister Jeff Radebe on this matter.
“Lieutenant Erasmus,” began Advocate Dali Mhlaba.
“I believe that you are a member of the South African Police Services, is that correct?”
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“Yes, sir, that is correct,” replied Pieter with confidence.
“Yet, you were appointed to lead the security team of the Loxton Mine when the management of
the mine found out that the strike was pending, not so?” questioned the prosecutor.
“Yes, sir,” answered Pieter.
“Can you please tell the commission how you could be a member of the South African Police Services
and also be a head of the security for the mine,” stated Mhlaba.
Pieter was doing his best to work out the name of the prosecutor. He had seen the man on television
before. He was sure that the Advocate in the suit was a prominent politician as well as being a legal
man.
“Sir, I was approached to make my experience and knowhow available to safeguard the Loxton
Mine,” answered Pieter.
“Were you officially appointed to lead the mine’s security team?” questioned the legal man.
“Well, I was paid a deposit fee for a three-month job,” replied the Lieutenant.
“Who paid the deposit fee to you?” asked Mhlaba.
Pieter gulped and got a side-glance of Vincent Khoza who shook his head slightly.
“Sir, I was paid by Mr Lucas Sithole,” answered Pieter.
Vincent Khoza and Ace Mabuza both breathed a sigh of relief.
“You mean, you were paid by Mr Lucas Sithole, who is
now deceased?” asked the Advocate.
“In-fact, Mr Sithole was believed to have been assassinated in his vehicle on the way to a meeting
at Loxton Mine.”
“Your assumption would be correct sir,” replied Pieter.
“Lieutenant Erasmus, it is more than an assumption, it is fact,” snapped the Advocate.
“Mr Sithole was found in his car near Marikana with three bullet holes to his head. Would you by
any chance know who he was due to meet with or why he was killed?”
“I do not know, sir,” said Pieter, who was beginning to sweat, despite the air condition in the venue.
“So, I take it that you never actually received a signed contract to act as the head of the mine’s
security team?” asked Mhlaba.
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“That is correct, sir, everything happened so quickly,” replied Pieter.
“I take it you must have met with Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe prior to the actioning of
the security plan ahead of the Marikana massacre?” questioned the Advocate.
“Yes, sir, I did,” said Pieter, who was becoming increasingly uncomfortable with the proceedings.
“So, your security plan was presented to the Police Commissioner?” asked Mhlaba.
“Yes, sir,” said Pieter.
“What happened next?” asked Mhlaba.
“The Police Commissioner said that he had to run to a meeting but that I should present my security
plan to the 100 police officers on site,” explained the Lieutenant.
Mhlaba giggled sarcastically.
I can’t imagine what meeting could be more important than a sitting of a security plan ahead of a
potential massacre,” said the Advocate, glaring at the Police Commissioner.
The Minister glanced at the Police Commissioner, who was unmoved.
“So, Lieutenant Erasmus, did the Police Commissioner hand over his responsibilities to you in terms
of operations matters?” asked the Advocate.
“No, sir, the Police Commissioner was still in charge,” replied Pieter.
“So, therefore a command to use live ammunition could only come from the Police Commissioner,
is that correct?” asked the prosecutor.
Pieter gulped.
“Yes, sir, however, as in any police or security guard situation, if a law enforcer’s life was threatened,
the use of live ammunition would be an absolute last resort,” he said.
Mhlaba was quick to throw his next curveball.
“Lieutenant Erasmus, from your experience in the South African Police Services, on what would you
base your decision when to revert to the firing of live ammunition on a bunch of protestors?”
Pieter knew the answer to that. However, he was not that keen on divulging too many of the police’s
inner secrets.
Usually what happened was the cops would lay down some barbed wire and position the water
cannons and riflemen with rubber bullets in the guns right behind that. Then there was the teargas
cannisters which would have shot or thrown by some of the officers. That was the protocol.
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However, if the protestors overstepped the mark and cross through the barbed wire, this would put
the cops lives at risk, so live ammunition could well then be fired.
“Sir, as I said, live ammunition would only be used as an absolute last resort if the law enforcement
officers’ lives are at risk,” said Pieter.
Mhlaba pressed for more clarity.
“You are not answering the question, Lieutenant Erasmus,” said the Advocate.
“At what point would live ammunition be used on protestors? Would this be when a protestor makes
physical contact in a state of violence with a policeman?”
Pieter breathed heavily.
“Sir, each situation has to be judged on its own merit,” he explained.
“If the protestors are armed with a weapon then the situation is different to one who is unarmed.”
Mhlaba could see that he was not going to make a breakthrough here.
An hour later, Pieter was released from the hotseat. He was drenched from perspiration. Mentally,
his mind felt like mush.
Next was Chris Chuene and then Sergeant Wilson Biamba. Both chose their words carefully and
pinned the blame squarely on the shoulders of Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe. The head
cop could only watch on. If things did not change soon, he would become the latest statistic in South
Africa’s growing unemployment problem.
Seated on the far right in the second road from the front, Deputy Police Commissioner Andrew Mollo
watched on. If things continued the way they were, he could soon be promoted to replace Mathibe.
Three days before the commission of inquiry ended Pieter was recalled to the witness stand. The
hotseat was getting hotter by the day.
“Lieutenant Erasmus, something else has been brought to our attention regarding your behaviour
in public,” said Advocate Dali Mhlaba.
Pieter waited for the legal man to continue.
“Do you believe that you as a police officer have taken the oath to safeguard the people of the
Republic of South Africa?” asked Mhlaba.
“Yes, sir, I stand by the oath that I took,” answered Pieter.
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“Then how is it that you drew your service pistol during an apparent fit of rage, and fire a shot at a
black man, who I am told, interceded in a situation where you were carrying out Gender Based
Violence against a black woman who had disembarked from a taxi at a fuel station in Marikana?”
asked Mhalaba harshly.
Pieter’s facer turned red with rage.
If he could have reached out to punch the Advocate, he would have.
“Sir, the incident happened when my life was threatened,” replied Pieter.
“So, your life was threatened by an unarmed civilian and you opted to turn a public scene into the
wild west?” questioned Mhlaba sarcastically.
The commission of inquiry would go on for another three months, with over one hundred witnesses
or stakeholders being interviewed.
Five months later, the final report was presented to Justice Minister Radebe, who in turn tabled the
document to the President. There was good news for the country’s No 1 and the main leaders
involved, including the mine bosses. They were all absolved from any criminal offence relating to
the deaths of the protestors.
For them, life would go on as normal. The two losers out of the whole mess were the Police
Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe and Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus.
Mathibe had been given a golden handshake by the police. Money was placed in his bank account if
he promised to go away and never come back.
Pieter did not get the financial package that Mathibe got, but he was put on fully paid leave until the
full disciplinary hearing into his conduct was completed.
In September 2013, the final verdict on Pieter was that he be stripped of his rank and be asked to
resign from the cops, as well as to write a letter of apology to the victim and the family of the woman.
The first person to contact Pieter, after the verdict was made public was Vincent Khoza.
“Pieter, its Vince here, I am so sorry, man, but you there will always be work for you with us,” said
Ace Mabuza’s sidekick.
Work was the last thing on Pieter’s mind. He had nobody to blame for his dismissal from the cops
but himself. He had wanted to leave but on his own terms.
“Look, as soon as the dust settles so to speak, we will recall you to head the security team at the
mine,” committed Vincent.
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“The boss was happy that you never mentioned our names at the commission of inquiry. Loyalty is
key in the circles that we operate. We were happy with the way that you handled things.”
After ending the call, Pieter read on the internet that the Loxton Mine management had offered
financial packages to the families of those who had lost loved ones in the Marikana Massacre.
It was small remuneration considering that most of those families had lost their breadwinner
forever.
Pieter was still having sleepless nights. Not so much about the fact that he had put a bullet into
Lindiwe Snr by accident, but of the words used against him by the families of the deceased.
He remembered the faces of the families of the miners as he left the commission venue day after
day.
“Fuck you, Erasmus, you are a racist murderer!”
Clearly, they did not see things the same way that Judge Ian Farman did in his final report.
To many South Africans, white would always be white and black would always be black, irrespective
of Nelson Mandela’s Rainbow Nation dream.
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Chapter 33 - Pieter’s Worst Nightmare
“What new fucking evidence?” roared Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus.
“The Farlam Commission is over.”
Vincent Khoza chose his words carefully on the other end of the call.
“Pieter, it looks like money has changed hands to reopen the commission and I mean lots of money,”
said Ace Mabuza’s right hand man.
Pieter began to sweat. He could feel the spirits of Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr and Jnr laughing at him.
So you thought you could get away with murdering blacks, Pieter? Well karma is a nasty thing, don’t
you think?
Pieter did not like to be scoffed at, especially by the blacks.
“Vincent, for fuck sake, I did my job, and I even went further to keep Mabuza’s name in the clear,”
said Pieter, in a huff.
Vincent agreed.
“Look, Pieter, you are preaching to the converted here, I know what you did to help us. However,
there seems to be a move by a third force to make you into the fall guy.”
Pieter screamed.
“Then why did they not do this when the Farlam Commission was on?” asked the cop.
“Why now?’
Vincent could not answer the question.
“Who is behind all of this now?” questioned Pieter.
Again, Vincent was not able to answer the question, although he had a hunch on what was about to
go down and Pieter would not like it one bit.
The laughter of Lindiwe Snr and Jnr were like daggers in Pieter’s back. He felt a burning sensation.
Pieter pushed open the curtain of the lounge window in his apartment and stared at the cloudy skies
hovering over Pretoria.
As he focused on the white lining in front of the blue, he could almost make out two faces staring
back at him. Was he losing his mind or were Lindiwe Snr and Jnr really having their best laugh at his
expense?
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Of course, Pieter had not seen Lindiwe Snr since that day at the hospital. He had decided to cut all
ties with the Buthelezi mother and daughter, whether they were alive or not.
His parents were right. The blacks were bastards, all of them.
“Vince, if you hear anything about who is behind the opening of the Farlam Commission, please let
me know,” said Pieter.
Vincent agreed and ended the call.
The cop ran his hands over his short hair. This was the last thing that he now needed. As far as he
was concerned, his life was moving on. He had received two quote requests for security services and
was still receiving his monthly police salary, but that was due to incompetence in the accounts
department at police headquarters. He was not going to complain about that.
Pieter began to cast his thoughts towards who was so bitter that they were happy to throw millions
of Rands in a bid to reopen the Farlam Commission.
His first thought was that it could possibly be a ploy by the South African Police Services. It was quite
possible that he was not the only consultant working for the Loxton Mine. Goodness knows, if the
President of the country was really involved too, how many others were on the take?
Pieter took out a writing pad and blue ballpoint pen. Seated in the lounge, he began to make a list
of potential people who had been key role-players in the Loxton Mine affair.
First up was Lucas Sithole. Pieter had never seen the body of the man who had been shot dead on
route to the meetings in Marikana, but he took the cops’ words for it. Was he wrong to do that?
Sithole had been buried. Pieter shook his head. It was highly unlikely that the businessman was still
alive, but he put a question mark next to Sithole’s name.
Next, he wrote down the name of Ace Mabuza and Vincent Khoza. The pair had been so good to him
that they had even paid him another R400 000 to go with the R400 000 that he had received from
them as a deposit. Vince had mentioned that Mabuza was impressed with Pieter’s loyalty during the
Farlam Commission, so that made them safe in the eyes of the suspended cop. Pieter put a tick of
confidence next to their names.
What about Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe? He was a definite threat. The top cop had
wanted his own consortium to get the security tender to guard the Loxton Mine. Pieter drew a
bracket around Mathibe’s name.
T.K Muronga, the Minister of Energy and Mineral Affairs, was a prime suspect in the mind of Pieter.
Like most, Pieter agreed with the philosophy that there was no such thing as an honest politician.
Money makes a man’s mind go wild, especially in South Africa.
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Wie nog? Dink, Erasmus, dink! (who else? Think, Erasmus, think!)
What about all the family members of the miners and security men who had been shot dead during
Pieter’s protection of the Loxton Mine? Did some of them have rich relatives who were on a mission
to see justice served by exposing Pieter as the mastermind behind the shedding of the blood of black
men?
He never knew the answer to this question, but anything was possible. Pieter could remember the
anger in the eyes of the blacks as he drove out of the mine. They were as racist as he was. Their
loved ones had been killed by a group of their own skin colour who were under the command of an
Afrikaner.
He could even remember hearing the famous ant-Apartheid war cry of ‘Kill the boer, kill the farmer’
being chanted that day.
Logic had been tossed out of the window. That day had been a black vs white situation and Pieter
suddenly realised that had it not been for the armed security men and police support at the gate of
the mine, he could well had not made it home alive.
The point was he did arrive home safely. Fuck those blacks, he thought. If they knew how to behave
themselves then none of this would not have happened!
Like the Apartheid era leaders, Pieter did not believe that the blacks had the right to protest. Why
could not they behave like their civilised white counterparts, he thought.
If God wanted black people in positions of authority, he would have made them of white skin colour,
assumed Pieter.
The general feeling among the conservative-minded white cops who knocked back beers with Pieter
when off-duty, was that the blacks were born followers, not leaders. Quite simply put, as one
Afrikaner cop said, they could not organise a piss-up in a brewery.
Pieter remembered a scene that had taken place in the early 1980s when a dark-skinned man, said
to be white, moved into their street in Pretoria. The man’s name was Jeff Salt and most of the
Afrikaners in the area believed that the man was a coloured.
Nee man, die hotnot (hottentot) kan nie hier bly nie. Hierdie gebied is net vir wit mense (no man, the
hottentot can’t live here. This area is only for white people), was the general outcry.
Pieter’s father believed that Jeff Salt could well be white but of a dark skin.
“As hy nie wit was nie, so sy naam Jeff Peper gewees het en nie Jeff Sout nie (If he wasn’t white, his
name would be Jeff Pepper and not Jeff Salt),” said Mr Erasmus, as his Afrikaner neighbours roared
with laughter.
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The letters flowed from the pens of the conservatives to the government offices, calling for Jeff Salt
to be checked out, and if found not to be white, to then be removed.
Of course, there were many mixed-race situations, with the coloured child, claiming to be white,
going to a whites-only government school, where the standard of education was far superior to the
black, Asian, or coloured schools. The truth only came out when a relative passed on, and the
deceased was buried in a black or coloured area. South Africa was a strange place back in the 1980s.
To many, despite the ANC coming to power in 1994, little had changed.
Pieter returned his thoughts to the Farlam Commission issue.
He was not afraid of confrontation but was not looking forward to another showdown with that
mean Advocate Dali Mhlaba.
Pieter viewed Mhlaba as the type of black person who lived in a previously white suburb and who
thought that due to his education and ability to command the English language, thought that he was
superior to people of his own skin colour.
Jy hou jou wit, ne (you think you are white, hey), went through Pieter’s mind on many occasions
when he was being put to the sword by Mhlaba in the witness stand during the Farlam Commission.
Pieter gnashed his teeth together out of frustration as he tried to work out who wanted to reopen
the Farlam Commission and why.
If a civil case had been opened, that would be different, but to restart the Farlam Commission was
something else.
He remembered what a dominee (preacher in the Afrikaans church) had once talked about. The
higher you go, the greater the anointing but the more people will want to pull you back down to
their level.
Pieter phoned his mentor, Colonel Jaap Cornelius to update him of the latest happenings. He could
hear from Jaap’s voice that the cop knew little about what was going on; therefore he was sure that
the move was not the doings of the South African Police Services.
It had to be from governmental level, thought Pieter. Everyone seemed to have their based covered
except for him. Suddenly he realised that he had the most to lose.
Vincent Khoza phoned again.
“Pieter, the Farlam Commission hearing will happen in Pretoria from Monday next week,” said Vince.
“I believe that you will receive official correspondence in terms of an invitation to be present.”
Pieter was developing a gut feeling that good old Vince could possibly know more than he was letting
on.
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“Vince, you know who is behind all of this,” said Pieter sternly.
“Spill the beans.”
Vince gulped and paused for a while before speaking.
“Pieter, I honestly don’t know who is behind the reopening of the commission,” said Ace Mabuza’s
sidekick.
“It would seem that some people are still not prepared to accept the outcome of the initial
commission.”
“Why, Vince, why?” yelled Pieter.
“Look, Pieter, I don’t know why, you must believe me,” uttered Vince.
“I only know bits and pieces and pass on the information as I receive it from my boss.”
Boss? Suddenly Pieter’s eyes lit up.
What did Ace Mabuza stand to gain by having the commission reopened.
“Vince, is it Ace who is behind all of this?” asked the cop.
Vincent Khoza produced a nervous cough.
“Ace thinks very highly of you, Pieter, and he is very grateful to you for not mentioning our dealings
at the Farlam Commission,” said Vince.
Pieter remained silent for a moment. Something was not adding up in his mind. Mabuza was under
huge pressure on some other tender charges. Had he cut a deal with the authorities and sung like a
canary about his deal with Pieter? If so, the authorities could well cool off on the other charges.
Right now, the country was looking for a scapegoat and it seemed highly unlikely that it would be a
black one!
Pieter was quickly learning that this was an ‘each man for himself game’, in other words, ‘I’m alright,
Jack, how are you?’ Each person was playing to save their own stake. Teamwork was clearly not at
the top of the agenda.
“Vince, we have worked well together, but I hope that you are telling me the truth here as my neck
could be on the line,” remarked Pieter in a tense tone.
“I hope I am not going to find that Mabuza is about to sing a different song at the hearing and sell
me down the river. I don’t like swimming on a good day.”
Vince held back a laugh.
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“Pieter, I am damn sure that it is not Ace Mabuza who is going to sell you out, besides, we are not
even sure if it is you who is going to be the fall-guy,” said Vince.
“Ace will protect you; you have my work on that.”
Pieter sniggered. That was all well and good, but how much was Vince’s word worth?
“Listen, if you are feeling unsafe, I can get Ace to send some of his bodyguards to safeguard your
home,” offered Vince.
“Just give me the address and I will make it happen.”
Another alarm bell rang in Pieter’s mind. The last thing he wanted was for anyone to know where
he lived. He could visualise the newspaper headlines in his mind. Cop gunned down mafia style in
the heart of Pretoria.
Pieter wanted to end the call with Vince as soon as possible before more offers were made.
“I appreciate that, Vince, but I am all good for now,” said Pieter.
“I will keep your offer in mind if things start getting heated. You take care and let me know if you
hear anything else.”
Pieter ended the call. All along, he had believed that Vince Khoza was a straight-down-the-line type
of guy, but now his inner self was starting to wonder.
That night, Pieter sat down in the kitchen of his apartment to an evening meal of sardines on toast.
He stared at his meal. How appropriate the food was because something very fishy was going on
with the Farlam Commission.
Two hours later, he drifted off to sleep, but the peace was broken by the sound coming from his
mobile phone device.
The person calling Pieter was phoning from a private number so the cop could not identify the call
or phone back.
Pieter answered and the words that were said would stay with him forever.
“Bat for Mathibe and Muronga or your time on earth is soon over!” said the caller.
“We know where you live.”
The caller immediately hung up but the words stuck like knives in Pieter’s heart.
So, Police Commissioner Mathibe and Minister Muronga were in the mix in a bid to restore their
fallen statuses. Ace Mabuza’s name had not been mentioned.
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Pieter began to see himself as the white sheep in the black kraal. He realised that his services were
no longer required and that he was disposable.
His next thought was as to how the caller and his cronies knew where he stayed.
Well, with Police Commissioner Mathibe involved, Pieter’s whereabouts could easily be traced
through the police database.
In a state of panic, Pieter dialled the number of Colonel Jaap Cornelius.
“Jaap, hulle kom vir my (Jaap, they are coming for me),” said Pieter.
“Wie, Erasmus (who, Erasmus)?” asked the Colonel.
“Ek is nie heeltemal seker nie maar ek dink Mathibe en Muronga is n kluge en wil vir my onder die
bus gooi (I am not entirely sure, but I think that Mathine and Muronga are in cahoots and want to
throw me under the bus),” explained Pieter.
“Jy kan nie daar by jou plek bly nie, kom na my huis toe (you can’t stay at your place, come to my
home),” offered Jaap.
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Chapter 34 - Troubles Times Ahead
The rain pelted down on the windscreen of Pieter’s Toyota Corolla as he made his way to the CSIR
International Conference Centre in Meiring Naude Road, Brummeria, Pretoria where his destiny
would be decided, it seemed.
Unusually, the car radio was switched off. Pieter felt that the voice inside his head was enough, let
alone other voices on the radio.
Ja, Pieter, so this is what it has come down too. Remember there is no such thing as a clever crook.
This country belongs to all those who live in it, and you are just like the other whites, who don’t
understand that, or rather, who don’t want to understand that.
Pieter’s eyes were raging with anger. The last thing that he now needed was for Lindiwe Buthelezi
Snr or Jnr to be reading him the riot act in his head. His life was hanging by a thread. If he were found
to be the person who allowed the Marikana Massacre to happen, he could well spend the rest of his
life behind bars.
Which Philistine had paid big bucks for the Marikana Commission to be reopened and why?
Not that it was hot in the car, but Pieter could feel the sweat of anxiety running down his arms. In
his days as a cop, he always had back-up support. Now he felt totally alone. How embarrassing it
would be if some of his cop colleagues would march him to his holding cell!
What he really needed was that guardian angel or perhaps even a fairy godmother. He needed
someone to tell him his future or what to do.
Pieter was pretty sure that the black family members of the deceased miners from Marikana would
not be present at the conference centre. They surely would not have had the funds to make the trip
to Pretoria.
Wrong, Lieutenant Erasmus. As he drove down Meiring Naude Road, he saw a large group of
protestors in the distance, and he instantly knew what was up.
The rain did not bother the 100-odd group. One man, in jeans and a t-shirt, held a cardboard sign
which read ‘Erasmus, go to hell’. Another danced with a sign stating, ‘One Pieter, One Bullet’, clearly
a spin off of the anti-Apartheid war cry ‘One Settler, One Bullet’.
The police presence was clearly visible, with five water cannons parked in position for action, while
over one hundred cops, many with shields and rifles with rubber bullets, lined the area. A cop
recognised Pieter and ushered him and his vehicle into the main parking area.
As he climbed from his vehicle, the noise was deafening.
“Today is your last day on earth, Erasmus!” yelled a man in a yellow t-shirt.
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“Our blood will stain the streets of Pretoria until justice is served!”
How the crowd would have loved to throw objects towards Pieter, but the police presence
prevented that.
Pieter made a point not to look at the angry mob as several cops led him from his car into the
building.
For the first time, he realised just how much he was really hated. However, was this because that
the people believed he was the one who gave the order for the law enforcers to fire on the striking
miners in Marikana or was it simply because he was of white skin colour?
Once inside the building, Pieter was body-searched for weapons, before being taken into a side
room. At last, he saw a familiar face.
“Hello, Vince,” said Pieter, in greeting, Ace Mabuza’s right-hand man, Vincent Khoza.
“Pieter, you look stressed, but just relax, all will be well,” said Vince, as he shook Pieter’s hand, and
ushered him over to the coffee stand.
“This is a storm in a teacup and will be over in no time.”
Pieter straightened his tie. He was not used to wearing a tie and did not enjoy it at all.
“I hope you are right, Vince,” he muttered.
“Where is Mabuza?”
Vince poured two cups of coffee.
“He is coming,” answered Vincent.
“Sugar and milk?”
“Two sugars and milk please,” replied Pieter.
As hospitable as Vincent Khoza was, Pieter got the feeling that something was wrong. Vince was not
making eye contact with him like he did in the past.
“Vince are you alright?” asked Pieter.
Mabuza’s aide, dressed in a grey suit with matching tie, stopped with the coffee preparations and
turned to Pieter.
“Why do you ask?” he quipped.
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“Well, you have been asking about me, but I just want to make sure that the stress hasn’t got to
you,” replied the Lieutenant.
Vincent nearly dropped the filter coffee pot, as he attempted to fill the two cups.
“I am alright, Pieter, but I will be glad when this is all over,” quipped Vince.
Pieter Erasmus was not fool. His years of police experience led him to believe that Vince was hiding
something. Mabuza’s aide clearly knew more than he was letting on.
“Vince, I need you to be straight with me,” said Pieter.
“What is the game plan to take me down and who is behind it?”
Vince still refused to make eye contact with Pieter.
“Has someone paid you off to shut you up from telling me?” asked Pieter in a stern tone.
Vince remained silent and carried the two cups of coffee over to the meeting room table.
“Pieter, I told you I don’t know more than what I have shared with you,” replied Vince.
“Bullshit, Vince!” snapped Pieter as he moved towards Vince.
“You know much more, and you had better spill the beans now if you know what is good for you.”
Vince Khoza realised that Pieter threat was real. The confrontation could turn physical within
seconds.
A wrestling showdown between Pieter and Vince would have been a no-contest. Certainly, people
would not have paid to watch it like they used too in the days of wrestling legends Jan Wilkens,
Danie Voges, Percy Hall, Vrystaat, Danie Brits and many more.
Vince had a slim figure, while Pieter was far more muscular.
“Vince, I am counting to five and then things will change for the worst,” said Pieter, in a tone that
assured Vince of what would happen next.
“Pieter, if I tell you then he will kill me,” said Vince, as he first stared at the door and then at the
window.
“Well, if you don’t tell me, then I will kill you,” replied the Lieutenant.
Vince sat down and took in a sip of coffee.
“Pieter, the stakes are high here,” began Vince.
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“Tenders, Pieter, tenders. Worth hundreds of millions of Rands. He will only get those tenders if
Minister T.K Muronga and Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe are in the clear.
“When you say ‘he’ you mean Ace Mabuza?” asked Pieter.
Vince nodded.
“I thought Mathibe got a payout and is no longer Police Commissioner?” questioned Pieter.
Vince took in another sip of coffee.
“Pieter, that guy is dangerous,” muttered Vince.
“They call him the ‘Godfather’ for a reason. There is nothing that goes down inside the South African
Police Services without him knowing. He has his informants and is in cahoots with Ace.”
“What about Minister Muronga?” asked Peter.
“Muronga used to be in the inner circle with the President until the Marikana fiasco. The President
sees the Minister as a risk and a danger to his reputation so Muronga got sidelined.”
“So, what has that got to do with me?” asked Pieter.
“Well, the only way for Muronga to regain
the President’s confidence is to set the record straight on Marikana,” explained Vince.
“You mean to find someone to take the fall for the lives lost?” questioned Pieter.
Vince nodded.
“Yes, exactly that,” quipped Vince.
“So Muronga reopened the commission to take me down,” assumed Pieter.
“No, Ace Mabuza did,” replied Vince.
“If Ace can rebuild Muronga’s reputation and please Mathibe, he stands to make millions or rather
billions of Rands. Pieter, you cannot mention a word of this. If you do, I will not leave this building
alive today. Promise me, you won’t breathe a word?”
Pieter promised to put Vince at ease, but his mind was in overdrive as he rallied to find a way forward
for himself.
Five minutes later, the meeting room door opened, and a large man walked into the room.
Vince did the introductions.
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“Mr Ace Mabuza, I would like you to meet Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus,” he said.
“Oh, at last I get to meet the Lieutenant,” said Ace, dressed in a black suit.
Pieter produced a fake grin as he shook hands with the tender-cooker.
“Well, I am actually not a Lieutenant anymore as my rank has been taken away,” said Pieter.
“I am sure that can be fixed in time,” said Pieter as he sat down at the table and pointed at the
coffee.
Immediately Vince moved to sort his boss out with some of the liquid refreshment.
“Pieter, I would like to thank you for not mentioning our dealings during the Marikana Commission,”
said Ace, in his late thirties, and with a shining forehead.
Pieter had to hold back his thought.
You bastard, you are thanking me for saving you at the Marikana Commission and now you are about
to throw me under the bus to safeguard Muronga and Mathibe!
Pieter coughed to clear his throat.
“Well, I am glad it all worked out well for you and hope we can do more business in future.
Ace grinned and pulled out his mobile phone before sending a text message.
Seconds later, one of Mabuza’s henchmen arrived in the room, carrying a briefcase, which on the
nod from his boss, he promptly handed to Pieter.
“What is this now?” asked Pieter.
Ace received his coffee from Vince and replied.
“It is R3.6 million in cash. You know, the balance of the R4 million after we paid you the R400 000
deposit.”
For a moment, Pieter felt like he was about to have a heart attack. He was holding R3.6 million. That
would set him up for much of his life away from the police, but he knew that he could not accept it.
Surely this was a part of Ace’s strategy to take him down when the commission reopened.
“Mr Mabuza…” began Pieter, as he tried to pass the briefcase back to the henchmen.
“Please, call me Ace, and the money is yours,” said the tender king with a smile.
“Don’t worry about it. It is all good.”

https://Eric.Blue/

223

Pieter was struggling to find the words to speak and even if he could, he would have struggled to
get them out. He was battling to breathe. His heart rate was up and so too was his blood pressure.
Eventually, Pieter spoke.
“Ace, this is not right.”
“It’s the way we role,” quipped Ace.
“One day I will ask you for your help. Right now, enjoy the money. Whatever happens today, you
can go out and build a new life.”
The briefcase was still in Pieter’s hands as the henchmen knew better than to except it back.
“Ace, I can’t,” said Pieter.
Ace was starting to lose patience and the friendly smile disappeared off of his face.
“Pieter take the cash, I don’t want to hear any more of it,” he said.
Pieter caught Vince’s glance and knew better than to press any further on the matter.
“Well, thank you,” said Pieter.
Ace nodded.
“Remember what I said about you going off to start a new life?” remarked Ace.
“Well, when you get to your car after the hearing today, there will be another of my men waiting to
give another briefcase to you. It will contain another R2 million.”
Pieter’s face lit up. Even Father Christmas had never been this generous to him before.
“What do you need from me?” asked Pieter.
“I need somebody on the inside that I can trust,” replied Ace.
Pieter gulped. Inside? Inside of what? For a moment, his heart sank. Surely Ace did not mean that
he needed someone on the inside of Pretoria Central Prison.
Take the briefcase, Pieter, he heard a voice in his head say.
You are no better than what they are. Take the briefcase and the next one at your car.
“Fuck off, Lindiwe,” muttered Pieter under his breath.
“Inside of where?” asked Pieter.
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Ace knocked back his coffee and stood up to leave.
“You will find out shortly,” he said.
“Ace, I just hope you are not selling me down the river in the hearing, as no amount of money is
worth the fall for the Marikana disaster?” said Pieter.
Ace grinned.
“I will see you at the hearing, Pieter,” said the tender fixer.
“Relax, whatever happens, your family’s future is financially secure. Isn’t that what life is about?”
Ace Mabuza and his henchman left the room follow by Vince Khoza.
Outside the door a scuffle took place.
“Erasmus knows more than he should know,” sad Ace, as his henchman held Vince Khoza up against
a wall.
“Have you been shooting your mouth off, Vince?”
“No, sir, I haven’t,” replied Vince, with the henchman’s right hand clasped against his throat.
“For your sake I hope you are right,” quipped Ace.
“Remember who made your career and who has looked after your family. I hope you are not stupid
enough to throw that all away.”
Ace and his muscle man left, and Vince returned to the meeting room, looking quite rattled.
It did not take a genius to work out that Vince had been roughed up in the corridor.
“What happened, Vince?” asked Pieter, as he guided Ace Mabuza’s spokesperson to a chair.
“Ace suspects that I told you what is going down,” explained Vince.
Pieter shook his head.
“Don’t worry, Vince, this will all end well for us,” said the suspended Lieutenant.
“Pieter, remember you promised me that you won’t breathe a word about what I told you or else
Ace will cut my head off and stick it in that briefcase,” pleaded Vince.
“Just be careful what you say at the hearing. Ace doesn’t have patience on a good day let alone
when it comes to sell-outs.”
Pieter assured Vince that all would be fine.
https://Eric.Blue/

225

“So, what are you going to say at the hearing?” asked Vince, as he adjusted his tie and shirt, following
the incident outside.
“What do you want me to say?” asked Pieter in return.
Vince shrugged his shoulders.
“I am a truthful guy, Vince, you know that?” remarked Pieter.
“Don’t get me wrong here, if I am going down, which I suspect might be the case, I will make damn
sure that I will not go down alone.”
“Pieter, I have a young family to think about,” quivered Ace Mabuza’s spokesperson.
“No, I didn’t mean you, Vince, you are a good guy, but Ace cannot crook his way to the top forever,”
replied Pieter.
“Pieter, just be careful, Ace has some very dangerous friends in very high places throughout the law
enforcement circle,” warned Vince.
Pieter nodded.
“So, what are you going to do with the money?” asked Vince.
Pieter sighed.
“What is money worth if I am going to spend the rest of my life as a yes-guy to Ace or looking over
my shoulder for a bullet that has my name on it?” asked Pieter.
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Chapter 35 - Horse Trading in Pretoria
Vincent Khoza left the meeting room to catch up with his boss, Ace Mabuza and Pieter Erasmus
hardly had time to gather his thoughts before his next guest arrived.
“Hello, Pieter,” said a tall man in a suit, upon entering the meeting room and closing the door behind
him.
The suspended Lieutenant glanced at the man. As Pieter smiled, it felt like his facial muscles would
collapse as they had forgotten what happiness was.
Dressed in a black suit, Laurie Armstrong stood opposite Pieter. In his mid-thirties, Armstrong was a
highly rated lawyer for police matters. Pieter had known him for over ten years and the legal man
had a solid track record of winning cases.
“I hope you are here to bat for me and not against me,” teased Pieter as he shook Laurie’s hand.
“You bet I am, but I must warn you that it won’t be easy,” replied Laurie, as he placed a folder full
of papers down on the table.
It did not take a genius to work out what Laurie meant.
“It’s cooked isn’t it?” asked Pieter, in relation to whether the outcome of the hearing had already
been decided against him.
“It looks that way, but this is show business, kid,” grinned the lawyer.
“Didn’t you ever see the movie, Chicago where Richard Gere played the role of lawyer Billy Flynn to
defend the murderess, Roxie Hart?”
Pieter knew the movie well. It was set in 1924 and Billy Flynn defended Roxie Hart by telling the jury
what they needed to hear in a showbiz way to get his client acquitted of the murder charges.
Billy Flynn always believed in his abilities as with his famous quote: “I don’t mean to toot my own
horn, but if Jesus Christ lived in Chicago and had come to me and had five thousand dollars, let’s just
say things would have turned out differently”.
Laurie Armstrong was that type of character. The word ‘lose’ was not in his vocabulary.
“Can you tap dance like Richard Gere did in the movie?” asked Pieter, with his eyes fixed on the
lawyer.
“Pieter, I am going to be doing a lot of tap dancing here if I am to get you out of this mess,” replied
Laurie.
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“The reopening of the case has been done to clear the names of some people and to pin the
Marikana Massacre on you.”
Pieter nodded.
“Let me guess, Minister Muronga and former Police Commissioner Mathibe want their credibility
back?” asked Pieter in jest.
“Clever boy, go to the top of the class,” replied Laurie.
“There is a five-person panel in place, but as you can guess, these people have been hand-picked to
ensure the anticipated outcome against you. I am sure that you will recognise several of the names
of the people who are on the panel.”
“Give it to me straight,” quipped Pieter.
Laurie sat down at the table and opened his folder.
The lawyer looked at the name on the top page of papers in front of him.
“First up, there is former Judge Lerato Tshabalala,” said Laurie.
Pieter took in a mouthful of his coffee which was close to cold by now. He nearly choked on it in
hearing the name of the former judge.
“Lerato Tshabalala, you have got to be kidding!” exclaimed Pieter.
Lerato Tshabalala had been dismissed as a judge after being found guilty of receiving bribes in a
controversial Information Technology network case.
The Pretoria-based judge was not known as the ‘Totsi from Tshwane’ for no reason. The rogue was
clearly on a mission to cash in some more but this time at Pieter’s expense.
Next was the hot Nikiwe Moeng. In her late twenties, the slim built Nikiwe was said to be an expert
in security law. Her rise in the legal world was instant with the general belief being that she had slept
her way to the top.
Amos Morewa was approaching retirement age. He was known to be a straight-down-the-line type
of lawyer whose brains were often picked by politicians when legal advice was required. It was no
secret that Amos was good friends with Lerato Tshabalala.’
Fourth on the list was Julius Shongwe, in his early forties and serving on the board of a top law firm
in Pretoria. Julius knew his stuff and was probably the only level thinking person in the group. He
called things like it was, unlike the bias Lerato Tshabalala and his cronies.
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Finally, David Wilkinson added some diversity to the bunch. David, now in his sixties, had been a
staunch anti-Apartheid activist during his student days, and had served on several ANC committees
over the years on the legal front. Being the only white member on the team, David often feared
about losing his post, so he became a yes-man for Lerato Tshabalala.
Laurie Armstrong looked at the pages in front of him. If this were a football match, he could well be
on the wrong end of a 4-1 score-line. He needed a plan and a good one.
Laurie had a good working relationship with Nikiwe Moeng and Amos Morewa, but whether it was
good enough to swing their votes, only time would tell.
What Laurie could bank on was that the proceedings would start late at best. Nikiwe Moeng was the
queen when it came to a lack of punctuality. She worked on the African time system and did not feel
much for those who observed the clock. Some even said that Nikiwe enjoyed being the last to arrive
so that everyone could notice her.
Laurie checked his wristwatch. It was nearly 11h00. The chances of the hearing starting today were
remote. The likelihood of a briefing session was probably the best chance of getting something done.
“Now, Pieter, we need to box clever here,” said Laurie sternly.
“Remember, the game-plan is about telling them what they want to hear. So, throw in lines like you
always believed in the South African judicial system and found the Farlam Commission report to be
free and fair.”
Pieter laughed.
He always believed in the South African judicial system. Was Laurie on drugs?
Laurie could read Pieter’s mindset.
“Look, I am going to do my best to make sure that you don’t end up on the wrong side of the prison
door, but you have to put emotions and former beliefs aside,” said Laurie.
“We are playing a chess game here, but there are no white pieces on the chess board, only black, if
you get what I mean?”
Pieter nodded.
“So, you are saying David Wilkinson is a pawn in the real sense of the word?” asked the suspended
Lieutenant.
“You bet, Lerato Tshabalala pulls the strings and David dances,” replied Laurie.
“What about Amos Morewa?” asked Pieter.
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Laurie smiled.
Amos was an old school type of lawyer. He stuck to the facts. However, with Amos being mates with
Lerato Tshabalala the chances of scoring that vote were slim.
Julius Shongwe was a good bet for Laurie. He was a guy who was led by the facts. Laurie was not
sure if Julius had ever been approached by Lerato Tshabalala. He The police lawyer liked to think
that Julius would refrain from taking the bait but then he also understood that every man has his
price.
“So, we are going to do this in Chicago movie style,” said Laurie.
“I will interrupt from where I am sitting if I don’t like the way the questioning is going.”
“What about me?” asked Pieter.
“Well, you are like Roxie Hart in the movie,” replied Laurie.
“I won’t look too good in a dress,” muttered Pieter.
Laurie giggled.
“No, you follow my story-line, and all will be well,” quipped the police lawyer.
Pieter scratched his head as he spent a minute deep in thought.
“Who in the panel has ties to Ace Mabuza?” he asked.
That was an easy question for Laurie to answer.
“Well, Ace will definitely have Lerato Tshabalala in his pocket,” commented Laurie.
“They have worked like this on several court cases and each time both have come out on top.”
Laurie stood up from his chair.
“Let me go and see if the others are ready for the briefing,” said the legal man.
As Laurie opened the door, he found himself face to face with Nikiwe Moeng. Wearing a black skirt
and blouse, Nikiwe looked more like a model or television present than a lawyer. Her perfume was
enough to make any man’s toes curl with pleasure.
“Good morning, Mr Armstrong, we meet again,” she said with a smile to Laurie.
Laurie stared at his wristwatch and Nikiwe caught the joke.
“I am not always late for court, you know,” she quipped.
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“Define ‘always’,” said Laurie with a giggle.
“Yes well, I am a busy woman,” she said.”
“I will see you at the hearing.”
Nikiwe moved across the corridor to join in on a conversation with Julius Shongwe and Lerato
Tshabalala. How Laurie would have loved to be a fly on the wall to listen in. Of course, he would
have needed a translator as the chat was happening in one of the African languages.
Pieter could make out a few of the things being said between Laurie Armstrong and Nikiwe Moeng
and something deep inside of him made him rush over to the door.
He flung it open and saw Nikiwe Moeng standing about fifteen metres away. Again, even though
she was talking in her home African language, he could sense something about her speech.
It was almost like Pieter was listening to Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr. Both women had a soothing sense
about the way they spoke. Both seemed quite mature for their age. Both were heading towards
their respective destinies. Well, at least that was the case until Lindiwe Jnr disappeared during the
gas explosion at the Vosloo Grill.
That seemed like ancient history now to Pieter. His life had moved on and he no had a health bank
account. He took pride in himself over the fact that he didn’t tell Laurie Armstrong about the R3.6
million cash in the briefcase in the meeting room. Nor did he mention about the other R2 million
that he was due to receive at the end of the day from Ace Mabuza’s henchman. Pieter was hoping
and praying that this money issue would not come back to haunt him.
Pieter stook in the doorway with his eyes fixed on the back of Nikiwe Moeng’s head. Even from afar,
she reeked of femininity. He could imagine why she was such a hit with the guys in the legal industry.
Had she slept her way to the top as Laurie had mentioned? Well, who knows, but she was certainly
going places. How Pieter hoped that Nikiwe would vote for his innocent in the Marikana affair.
He could not help noticing at how uptight Lerato Tshabalala was in his talking with the other
members of the panel. Something seemed wrong, very wrong.
Had Ace Mabuza not delivered his deposit to seal Pieter’s fate?
Amos Morewa, too, seemed to be a worried man. Pieter noted how Nikiwe kept looking over her
right shoulder while trying to calm the men down.
Pieter held back a laugh. Maybe the money that should have gone to Lerato Tshabalala was inside
the briefcase in the meeting room that Ace Mabuza had given to him?
So, you think that you can honestly get away again, Pieter.
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There was that voice of Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr playing with his spirit and mind.
“You don’t know what I have been through,” said Pieter loudly.
Oh, I do, Pieter, and it’s all your own doing. Now it’s your time to face the consequences.
“I was only returning the pain that has been placed on my paper,” said the suspended cop.
At that moment, Laurie Armstrong returned to the room and heard Pieter speaking to himself.
“You can get arrested for speaking in a group of one, you know,” joked Laurie.
Pieter shook his head.
“What did you find out at the briefing?” he asked to Laurie.
Laurie puffed out his cheeks.
“As I suspected, the commission was reopened after new evidence came to light that you gave the
order for the police to open fire on the striking miners in Marikana,” explained Laurie, as he shuffled
some papers on the table where he sat.
Pieter shook his head more out of frustration than anything else.
“Who gave the commission this information?” asked the suspended cop.
“The commissioners have been given sworn affidavits, but they would not say who the papers were
signed by,” said Laurie.
“We will have to wait until they give copies of the documents to us later today. Look, Pieter, you and
I both know the documents almost surely came from Ace Mabuza who is trying to please Minister
Muronga and former Police Commissioner Mathibe, but the question is how do we prove that they
are working together against you?”
“More coffee?” said Laurie, as he stood up and headed over to the refreshment stand.
“Please, I think I will need it,” quipped Pieter.
“We both will,” said the lawyer.
Pieter ran his views on the anxiety of the panel outside past Laurie.
The lawyer smiled.
“I also noticed that after Nikiwe Moeng moved from me to chat to the other panel members,” said
Laurie.
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“Something has happened that they are not too happy about.”
“Do you think that it is about money?” asked Pieter.
Laurie placed a fresh cup of coffee in front of his client and shook his head.
“Whatever has gone wrong is bigger than money, I am sure of it,” replied Laurie.
“Lerato Tshabalala is not a man who airs his money frustrations in public. Something has gone pearshaped and I will get to the bottom of it as it could be a good weapon for us.”
Pieter sighed.
“I appreciate your efforts, but I just feel like I am spending my whole life waiting for things to
happen,” said Pieter, as he took in a sip of coffee.
“Its like the devil is waiting to devour me.”
Laurie grinned.
“Well, if the devil is set to inherit your soul, he will have to wait a bit longer because it won’t be from
the outcome of this hearing as long as I am around,” assured Laurie.
“I don’t play to lose, Pieter you know that. Besides, I am starting to compile a list of persons who
want to see Lerato Tshabalala and his panellists crash and burn. They are not everybody’s cup of tea
and there are quite a few people out there who will help us to bring them down to earth if they play
dirty.”
Who do you believe, Laurie or me? You are going down, Pieter, and there is nothing that you can do
about it. Relax, jail meals are not as bad as they are made out to be.
“Piss off, Lindiwe,” said Pieter softly to the voice in his head.
“What was that Pieter?” asked Laurie.
“Oh, nothing, I was just clearing my mind,” said the suspended Lieutenant.
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Chapter 36 - The Roast of Ace
Two weeks later and all roads led to the CSIR Conference Centre. As television and other media crew
jostled to get as close to the main gate of the venue as possible, riot police held their line as they
stared at a group of angry protestors.
The group had tripled in size from the last time and so to have the cardboard signs that were being
held amid the singing and toyi-toying. ‘Go to hell, Erasmus’, appeared in red blood-like paint on one
of them. Another read ‘Reduce crime, shoot a white’.
Laurie Armstrong’s BMW had a full police escort to make it safely into the main parking area of the
venue. Seated in the passenger seat of the car next to Armstrong, was Pieter Erasmus.
He was a man of little patience on a good day and the two weeks of waiting to find out about his
future, had nearly pushed him off the deep end.
Only comforting phone calls and visits from Laurie and his mentor, Colonel Jaap Cornelius, had kept
him sane.
Dressed in a light blue shirt with a navy tie, Pieter held his suit jacket tightly as he climbed from the
lawyer’s BMW vehicle.
The protestors’ signing and chanting became even louder when they saw Pieter and some of the
media tried to shout questions to him, but the noise was simply too much, not that Pieter had any
plan on answering.
Once inside the main building, Pieter and Laurie headed for the main conference venue. It had never
looked this good. The place was splendidly set up for a meeting of royalty, it seemed. Was this how
excited certain people were to see Pieter take the fall?
Pieter noted the A5 size complimentary writing pad and pen on the table at each seat in the VIP
front row area. These were accompanied by jugs of water with glasses and the traditional
peppermint refreshments.
He looked to his right and saw the area where the hearing panel would be seated.
Pieter and Laurie took their seats in the front row. They had rehearsed their part a good few times
and Pieter was ready for any question that would be thrown his way.
Ah, there he was! Advocate Dali Mhlaba’s eyes lit up as he saw Pieter, upon entering the room. Dali
looked excited. He seemed to be like a cat who had just been given a huge bowl of milk. Last time
at the Marikana Commission, Dali had managed to get Pieter stripped of his police rank and
suspended from the cops. What would happen this time?
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The room filled up to its capacity of three hundred including a handful of privileged media persons.
Then it was the turn of the panel to make their way to their seats.
Nikiwe Moeng, wearing a tight black suit, walked into the conference room, in the company of
Lerato Tshabalala. Only a blind man would have not seen the chemistry between them. Pieter could
not help but wonder the goings-on between the pair. Perhaps it was more than just legal work.
They were followed in by Julius Shongwe with Amos Morewa close behind him. Then there was the
‘white sheep’ of the team, David Wilkinson, who sat down and promptly pushed a complimentary
peppermint into his mouth.
Pieter looked at Laurie Armstrong seated to his right. The lawyer looked unperturbed, but why? Was
he now so sure of himself that he could save Pieter from jailtime?
Finally, retired Judge Ian Farlam, who had chaired the Marikana Commission, made his way to his
seat. Heading towards his 72nd birthday, the grey-haired legal man, took his seat at a side table.
Unbeknown to Laurie Armstrong, Farlam would not be chairing the hearing. Why should he as he
had already completed his task team had drafted their report following the original commission?
So, who was chairing the hearing?
Dikgang Marawa walked into the room and towards the No 1 seat. Laurie Armstrong’s face turned
whiter than usual as he watched the fat man position himself at the main table.
Why had Farlam not told him about this, wondered Laurie. This was certainly not good news for
Pieter. Laurie and Dikgang had an uneasy relationship from past court cases.
Simply put, Dikgang didn’t like Laurie and Laurie didn’t like Dikgang.
It was no secret that Dikgang was heavily connected within the ANC, quite possibly right through to
the President.
His huge belly left one assured that he had knocked back many free lunches over the years. It was
common knowledge that if you make it to the top levels of the ruling party, you will never go hungry
in more ways than one.
Laurie sat deep in thought. Now he not only had the panel against him but the chairperson too.
Moments later, the hearing started and Dikgang Marawa read out the introductory notes as to why
the session was taking place. His talking went on for a good twenty minutes. Laurie listened intently.
There it was. Ace Mabuza had signed off affidavits to call for the Marikana Commission report to be
revisited as more information had come to the surface about the killings of the striking miners by
the South African Police Services and other law enforcers. The question was who gave the order for
live ammunition to be fired on the protestors?
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As Ace had tabled the affidavits, he was the first person to be called to the witness stand. This was
like a court case except that, being a conference centre, there was not a pathway to the
underground where the guilty would be beheld before being transported to prison.
As Patrick ‘Ace’ Mabuza made his way to the stand, he shot a glance towards Pieter. The suspended
Lieutenant was not sure if the glance meant ‘don’t worry’ or if it was a case of ‘you will take the fall,
but I have given you enough money to rebuild your life when you exit prison’.
Pieter looked across at Nikiwe Moeng, who was whispering int Lerato Tshabalala’s left ear. The two
looked more cosey as the minutes ticked away. While Nikiwe was hot property, Lerato was nothing
to look at. A scar below his left eye socket made him look more like a gangster than a legal man.
Ace Mabuza was sworn in under oath and after reading out his affidavits, the chairperson invited
Laurie Armstrong to put questions to the tender king.
Pieter had not seen the affidavits and had he been privileged to read the documents he would have
lost his cool as Ace’s version claimed that it was Vincent Khoza who had alerted his boss to the fact
that it was Pieter who gave the order for live ammunition to be used on the striking miners.
Get ready for a trip to hell, Pieter. Hell is like putting your hand on a hot stove plate in the kitchen
but not being able to remove it. The pain will be with you forever.
Pieter shook his head. You go to hell, Lindiwe, he thought.
“So, Mr Mabuza,” began Laurie Armstrong.
“Were you present in the room at the Loxton Mine in Marikana when Lieutenant Erasmus is said to
have given the order for the police to use live ammunition on the striking miners?”
Ace cleared his throat.
“No, I wasn’t, sir,” he said.
“So how do you know that Lieutenant Erasmus did indeed give the order for live ammunition to be
used on the miners?” questioned Laurie.
“One of my colleagues immediately informed me of the decision that had been taken by Lieutenant
Erasmus, sir,” explained Ace.
“Is the person who informed you present here today?” asked the lawyer.
“Yes, he is sir,” replied Ace, as he moved his backside in the chair from one side to the other.
“Kindly identify the person, Mr Mabuza,” said Laurie.
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“Mr Vincent Khoza, seated next to where I am sitting in the gallery, informed me that Lieutenant
Erasmus had given the command to use live ammunition on the striking miners, sir,” answered Ace.
Vincent Khoza sat motionless staring at the floor. If Pieter could have climbed across a few rows of
people to throttle Vince, he would have.
“Mr Mabuza, I am sure that you are aware that a decision for the police to use live ammunition in a
situation such as the one that took place in Marikana, can only be made by a high-ranking police
officer,” continued Laurie.
“Yes, sir,” quipped Ace.
“While Pieter Erasmus was a Lieutenant in the South African Police Services at the time, he was
certainly not high ranked enough to take that decision, would you agree?” questioned Laurie.
“Yes, sir,” answered Ace.
“Then if it was Lieutenant Erasmus who did make the decision to use live ammunition on the miners,
how did he end up in that important decision-making situation?” asked Laurie.
“Well, Minister T.K. Muronga and Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe were summoned to the
Union Buildings by the President to discuss the goings-on in Marikana, and the Police Commissioner
placed Lieutenant Erasmus in a position to make the decision on the use of live ammunition on the
strikers if it came to that,” summarised Ace.
“Mr Mabuza, you are presumably aware that Pieter Erasmus was not present at the Loxton Mine in
the capacity of a police Lieutenant but that he was requested to guide the security arrangements
on-site there?” pressed Laurie.
“Yes, sir,” answered Ace, with a sweat starting to break out on his face.
“Who put Mr Erasmus’ name forward to head up the security arrangements at the mine?” asked
Laurie.
“I did, sir,” replied Ace in a soft voice.
“I’m sorry, Mr Mabuza, you will need to speak up a bit,” said Laurie in a stern tone.
“Who put Mr Erasmus’ name forward for the security job at the Loxton Mine?”
“I did, sir,” said Ace, in a more confident tone.
“Thank you, Mr Mabuza, now logic will tell you that with Mr Erasmus being there in a capacity other
than that of a Lieutenant for the South African Police Services, therefore the Police Commissioner
Mathibe should have abdicated his role to a high-ranking on-site police officer, should the need for
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a decision on the firing of live ammunition on the strikers have been required?” asked Laurie, who
was getting more confident by the minute.
“Yes, sir,” answered Ace.
“Then why did that not happen?” asked Laurie.
“My understanding is that the Police Commissioner felt that Lieutenant Erasmus’ police background
and his knowledge of the Loxton Mine, would make him the best person to make such a call,”
quipped Ace, but not with much confidence, as a large gasping sound went across the room.
“Mr Mabuza, is it not a case of a fall-guy was needed should things go wrong as they did, and Mr
Erasmus was the perfect choice?” asked Laurie in an aggressive tone.
Advocate Dali Mahlaba put down his pen which he was writing notes with and stood up.
“Objection, Honourable Chair, the defence is battering the witness!” said Dali.
“Please withdraw the question,” said Dikgang Marawa from the main chair.
“Withdrawn, Honourable Chair,” said Laurie, who felt that he had made his point.
The panel looked stone-faced. It was if Lerato Tshabalala had seen a ghost and Nikiwe Moeng stared
down at her red polished nails as she sat deep in thought.
Julius Shongwe sat with his hands folded as he stared at Ace and Amos Marewa scribbled down
some notes. David Wilkinson took in a sip of water and then popped two more complimentary
peppermints into his mouth.
After another hour of listening to Ace Mabuza being roasted by David Wilkinson, Dikgang Marawa
called a tea break.
Once alone in the smaller meeting room, Pieter let out his frustration.
“Fuck, Vince Khoza, I am going to cut off his dick and stick it up his…”
Laurie grinned.
“Don’t worry about Khoza, we are on the front-foot now and they will struggle to pin us back, but I
am looking forward to the afternoon session when they call former Police Commissioner Mathibe
to the stand,” said the lawyer.
“Are you going to call Vince Khoza to the stand sometime?” asked Pieter.
“I want to see him get braaied. That two-faced bastard deserves it.”
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Laurie mentioned that the roasting of Vincent Khoza would happen later. Right now, he needed to
place all his focus on Lawrence Mathibe.
“I believe that Mathibe wanted to get the Loxton Mine security contract for his own consortium,”
quipped Pieter.
“So, I am not quite sure how he ties in with Mabuza.”
Laurie thought about it for a moment.
“Unless Mabuza has his hand in both pies,” muttered the lawyer.
“What do you mean?” asked Pieter.
“Well, I would put nothing past Ace to back his own consortium and throw some weight to Mathibe’s
group as well,” explained Laurie.
“This way, with Lucas Sithole dead, Ace could only win.”
Pieter ran his hands over his face.
“That still doesn’t give us anything concrete as to who shot Sithole,” said the suspended cop.
“No, it doesn’t but we will get there,” nodded Laurie.
“Some of these people will sing like canaries before I am finished with them. Let us go get a toasted
sandwich and we can chat about our next move.”
“Regarding former Police Commissioner Mathibe, he will come at us hard, are you ready for him?”
asked Pieter as they headed out the meeting room door.
“Pieter, I was born ready,” exclaimed Laurie.
Then Pieter remembered something of great importance. He headed back to the small meeting
room and checked for the briefcase filled with the R3.6 million that Ace had given to him.
Fortunately, he had the meeting room door key and kept it always locked.
He returned to find Laurie in the foyer of the convention centre.
“Oh, Laurie there is something that I must tell you,” he began, before the lawyer’s mobile phone
rang.
“Excuse me for a moment, Pieter, I must take this call from another client,” said Laurie, as he walked
away towards the bathroom.
Pieter had been quite surprise that Ace Mabuza had not mentioned the fact that he had paid the
money for the security job over to the suspended cop.

https://Eric.Blue/

239

Why had Ace held back? Unless there was a bigger scheme in motion. For a moment, Pieter felt glad
that he had not accepted any further payments from Ace. When he had been at the venue two
weeks back, he was supposed to collect another R2 million from Ace’s henchman upon departure.
There had been no sign of Ace or his musclemen when he left on his last visit to the conference
centre.
He realised that he needed to tell Laurie about it as a matter of urgency.
I bet you are sleeping with one eye open, aren’t you Pieter?
“Fuck off, Lindiwe,” he said loudly to the voice that was running through his mind.
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Chapter 37 - The Great Puppet Show
Former Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe sat uneasily in the hotseat inside the CSIR
Conference Centre venue. He had every reason to feel uncertain after having witnessed the way in
which Laurie Armstrong had grilled poor Ace Mabuza.
Dali Mhalaba kept running his tongue over his top lip. At least he would be up first and could install
a sense of confidence into the ex-head cop before Laurie let loose.
“Good afternoon, former Police Commissioner Mathibe,” began Dali, dressed in a grey suit, with a
navy tie.
“So, as we learnt again, you were not present when the order to use live ammunition on the striking
miners in Marikana was made.”
“That is correct, Advocate Mhlaba,” said Lawrence.
“Did you at any time abdicate your responsibilities as head of the operation in Marikana on the day
of the tragedy?” asked the Advocate.
“No, sir, I did not,” answered Lawrence.
“Former Police Commissioner Mathibe, did you give the command for live ammunition to be used
on the strikers?” asked Dali.
“No, sir,” replied Lawrence.
“Then who gave the command to open fire and when?” questioned the Advocate.
Lawrence looked forward to answering this question.
“I was informed by one of my deputies on-site, that in my absence, Mr Pieter Erasmus had given the
instruction to the police and security personnel to open fire with live ammunition on the striking
miners if the lives of the law enforcement officers were in danger.”
Pieter’s face showed no emotion. Afterall, it was he who gave the command to fire live rounds of
ammunition at the striking miners. He loved nothing more than seeing black blood being spilled.
Now he needed a way to avoid jailtime.
Dali Mhlaba interrogate the former Police Commissioner for another half an hour before Laurie
Armstrong got his turn.
“Former Police Commissioner Mathibe is it common practice for a top ranked police person such as
yourself, to pass on your decision-making responsibilities to another in the South African Police
Services or even worse, to a non-South African Police Services person?” began Laurie.
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Lawrence paused for a moment, glanced at the chairperson Dikgang Marawa, and then replied to
the question of the lawyer.
“Yes, sir.”
“So why did this situation occur?” asked Laurie.
“It was a unique moment in a high-pressure situation, but in hindsight it shouldn’t have happened,”
said the former Police Commissioner, as Ace Mabuza’s face in the gallery turned red with panic.
Was the ex-top cop surrendering to Pieter Erasmus’ client?
“So why did the police leader that you left in charge in your absence, except Mr Erasmus’ command
to use live ammunition on the striking miners?” pressed Laurie.
Lawrence cleared his throat and seemed not to know whether to fold his hands over each other on
the desktop or not.
“Mr Armstrong, everything happened so quickly, and I can only believe that the command was
accepted as the lives of the law enforcers were endangered by the approaching miners,” replied the
former Police Commissioner.
Laurie paced up the area between the gallery and the witness stand where Lawrence was seated.
“Would you have made the same decision if your colleagues’ lives were in danger from the striking
miners?” asked the lawyer.
“Objection, chairman!” yelled Advocate Dali Mhlaba.
“This is not a court room, Advocate Mhlaba, this is a hearing, and the question needs to be
answered,” replied chairperson Dikgang Marawa, who glanced at Lawrence Mathibe, to advise him
to continue.
“Sir, if the lives of my police officers were in danger, I would have had to command them to take the
necessary action to defend themselves,” said Lawrence.
“So then live ammunition would have been needed to be used in an extremely dangerous situation
as in the case we are analysing?” went on Laurie.
“Yes, sir,” said Lawrence.
Ace Mabuza stared at the desk in front of him. It seemed like his tender career was going down the
drain. He was certain that the only way to get the former Police Commissioner’s job back was to pin
the Marikana affair on someone and that someone was surely Pieter.

https://Eric.Blue/

242

Be that as it may, Pieter still sat as the man who had given the order for the cops to fire live
ammunition on the miners.
He needed a fairy godmother to save him. Alas, he never got sent a fairy godmother, but a fairy
godfather.
“Please state your name,” said chairperson Dikgang Marawa to the new man in the witness stand.
“Christopher Mandla Chuene,” said the man.
Pieter looked up from the desk that he had been staring at.
They’re sat Chris Chuene, the security man who had been of so much assistance to him in Markiana.
Advocate Dali Mhlaba needed to take a different route and he did not care who it hurt.
“Mr Chuene, do you believe that Mr Erasmus is a racist or not?”
“Objection, chair!” shouted Laurie Armstrong.
“Mr Armstrong, now I have to remind you that we are not in a court room,” said Dikgang Marawa
in a scolding tone of voice.
“Yes, but the question has no relevance, in fact it is an attack based on the skin colour of my client,”
quipped Laurie.
“Advocate Mhlaba, I will allow the question, but I hope it is leading to somewhere,” said Dikgang.
“It is chair, if I can just get a chance to speak it through,” said Dali.
“Please proceed, Advocate Mhlaba,” ordered Dikgang.
“Mr Chuene, let me repeat the question, do you consider Mr Erasmus to be in anyway a racist, who
would take pleasure in ordering the law enforcers to use live ammunition on group of innocent black
striking miners?” asked the Advocate.
“No, sir, I don’t believe that Mr Erasmus is a racist, nor would he have ordered the use of live
ammunition to kill off black people,” answered Chris.
Over at the panel, Lerato Tshabalala seemed stressed, as he popped a complimentary peppermint
into his mouth.
Nikiwe Moeng too, did not seem to be enjoying the answers of the past hour or so. Some bad blood
had seemed to have been developed between Lerato Tshabalala and Ace Mabuza. Everything Ace
looked at Lerato, the panelist looked away.
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Outside the conference centre, the crowd was not buying into the news that their own black brother,
Chris Chuene and even to a lesser extent, former Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe, had not
gone for the jugular and pinned Pieter Erasmus to the wall for ordering the shooting of the striking
miners.
The war cry of ‘One settler, one bullet’, had changed to ‘one settler, two bullets’, since some of the
black protestors believed that the Afrikaners were so thick-skinned and two-faced that they needed
to be shot twice to make sure that they were dead.
As the day’s proceedings ended, Pieter heard a familiar voice inside of his head.
You are a lucky sun of a bitch, Pieter Erasmus.
“Lindiwe, are you alive, dead or underground?” muttered the suspended Lieutenant.
You killed some of my black brothers and are about to get away scot-free. There is nothing fair in this
world. Do not worry, one day when you meet your maker, you will account for your evil deeds. I will
be watching over you for the rest of your days. You cannot be lucky every time.
“Lindiwe, when will you realise that black and white can never live peacefully together?” whispered
Pieter under his breath as he walked out of the venue with Laurie Armstrong.
“We are different, can’t you see that? What we had was special for a moment, but in hindsight, it
could never have lasted forever. We are just too far apart.”
My time on earth is over and yours is fast running out too.
“What do you mean?” asked Pieter, as quietly as he could.
This time there was no response in his mind from Lindiwe Snr.
………………………
Pieter Erasmus had not seen or heard from Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr since he had left her on a potential
deathbed at the hospital in Brits. He felt no form of remorse for accidentally shooting her. She was
a black and deserved the bullet, he thought.
He had hoped that he would never see her or Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr again. His life had moved on and
his greatest wish was to get Lindiwe Snr’s teasing voice out of his mind.
Little did he know but Lindiwe Snr had made a remarkable recovery from the bullet wound and had
been returning to a relatively normal life. That normality took a turn for the worst while Pieter was
busy with the Marikana Commission hearing in Pretoria.
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Complications from the bullet wound had forced Lindiwe Snr to return to a state hospital in Pretoria.
The doctors diagnosed her pain as something that could be overcome based on daily medication.
The doctors were wrong. That evening, Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr passed away.
It was 5 December 2013, the same day that South Africans mourned the passing of the country’s
first-democratically elected President, Nelson Mandela.
The news got to Pieter and he had a big decision to make. Would he attend his former lover’s funeral
or not? He knew that he would be as popular at the paying of last respects as a pork chop was in a
synagogue.
As he drove towards the Mamelodi Cemetery in 608-Jr, Mamelodi East, he secretly hoped that
nobody would recognise him. His mind wondered as he thought of the good times that he and
Lindiwe Snr had endured. The birth of Lindiwe Jnr had been the ultimate highlight. Now both Lindiwe
Snr and Jnr were gone. He did not think that he would have a heavy heart over this after all that he
had been through.
However, he knew that there was one constant in life that all human beings were assured of and
that was death.
As he arrived at the cemetery gate, a security guard greeted him.
“Sir, you are Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus, aren’t you?” asked the guard, armed with a clipboard, pen
and two-way radio clipped to his belt.
“Yes, I am,” replied Pieter through his open driver’s window.
“Sir, I have been given instructions by the Buthelezi family that you are not welcome at the
graveside,” explained the security guard.
“Look, I want to be at graveside to pay my last respects to the deceased,” quipped Pieter.
“I understand that, sir, I am only informing you of what the family told me to tell you,” said the
security official, in his late twenties.
Before Pieter could further motivate his cause, three youths, armed with clubs and stones headed
his way.
“Fuck you, Erasmus, you are not welcome here, why don’t you go back to Marikana and see if you
can shoot some more of our people!” screamed the shortest of the youngsters.
“You better start praying to your ancestors that they can save your soul from hell. Fuck off, you racist
scum!”
Pieter could see the anger in the eyes of the youngsters. It seemed that compared to him in their
eyes, the late right wing extremist leader Eugene Terreblanche was an angel.
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Pieter noted some more angry mourners starting to make their way down the street towards the
main gate of the cemetery. One of the three youths at the gate hurdled a stone towards Pieter’s car
and it left a chip on the windscreen of the vehicle.
“I think you had better go, sir,” said the security guard to Pieter, and the suspended cop put his car’s
gear-lever into reverse gear, before lowering the handbrake and putting his foot on the accelerator.
“Fucking uncivilised blacks,” muttered Pieter, which the black security guard may or may not have
heard as the car went backwards.
The three youths at the gate made no effort to chase after Pieter. They had completed their task.
On the way back to Pretoria, Pieter’s mind became even more like that of his racist old man.
Die swartes het nie breins nie. Hulle weet net hoe om te steel en om alles te vernietig. Hulle moet bly
by grassny vir die wit baas (the blacks have not got any brains. They know how to steal and destroy.
They must stick to mowing the lawn for the white boss).
According to Pieter, what was needed was for the Afrikaners to stand together against the
swartgevaar (black danger). However, that was not happening as particularly since the arrest and
later death of AWB leader Eugene Terreblanche, the Afrikaner unity had splintered.
Some like Freedom Front Plus Leader General Constant Viljoen, believed that the Afrikaner military
could have overthrown the De Klerk government in a day, but then what?
On 17 March 1992, a referendum was held in South Africa where white South Africans had to vote
‘Yes’ to close the book on Apartheid or ‘No’ to continue with racial segregation.
In the end 68.73% of the 85.08% turnout, voted ‘Yes’. The only province to vote ‘No’ was the nowLimpopo province with 56.98% of the people voting for Apartheid to remain.
Pieter’s mind wondered as to how right those people from Polokwane (formerly known as
Pietersburg) were. If only more people could have understood that black people are followers, not
leaders, he thought.
Then another thought struck him. How dead was Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr? He hadn’t seen the body in
the coffin, and she had after-all died once before when giving birth to Lindiwe Jnr.
Pieter knew that a cat was said to have nine lives, but how many lives did Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr
have?
He still could not fathom out how she had made a remarkable return to earth. He had been at her
first funeral which was held a few days after she had given birth to Lindiwe Jnr. Admittedly, he had
not seen the corpse, but he had seen the coffin descending underground at the same cemetery
where he had just been chased from.
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That time, Pieter had been welcomed by the family, but since then so much had changed. Did the
family not realise that they had buried one of their own twice now?
Was Pieter losing his mind? Had the Marikana Commission hearing taken away his sanity?
He really felt like the Lone Ranger from the television series and children’s book. He was a one-man
show. The families of the deceased miners from Marikana despised him, as did the Buthelezi family.
He did not care about that too much as he was convinced that his parents were right in saying that
the only good black was a dead one.
While the world clapped in support of the ANC, Pieter had seen South Africa slip its way down a road
to nowhere since the ending of Apartheid. Even some of his black police colleagues had said that
the township hospitals and schools were better run under Apartheid. It was like the blacks in power
did not care about the blacks on the ground. Dare a black say that and they would be accused of
being disrespectful and not being grateful for the democracy that Nelson Mandela’s ANC fought for!
Black Economic Empowerment (BEE) seemed to work for the minority of blacks as South Africa
transformed on various fronts. However, for the majority, apart from having the vote, life went on
as normal.
To Pieter and many other closed-minded whites, they believed that BEE was nothing more than
reverse Apartheid and robbing white people of the chance of finding employment. The job would
always go to the black person in a bid to diversify the terrain.
‘The brain drain’ was in full flow as many South Africans left their country of birth for fear of a
potential civil war erupting or being part of a country that oozed of corruption, non-service delivery
and more.
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Chapter 38 - Racism Fights Back
Four weeks passed by since the Marikana hearing and many were wondering how Pieter Erasmus
was managing to live with his conscience.
Well, he was all good. Black life meant little to him on a good day. In fact, he felt that if the Marikana
incident was to happen again today, he would have done the same in terms of his decision. To Pieter,
those who take on authority deserve what they get.
Seated in his apartment in Pretoria, Pieter had learnt to ignore the text message bleeping sound of
his mobile device. He had counted to thirty-five death threats since the hearing ended. Where the
people got his personal mobile number from, he did not know, but he was quite impressed with
how much time and effort they took in their racist, aggressive wording of their messages.
Having just returned from the local corner café, where he collected a copy of the daily Pretoria News
newspaper and a loaf of bread, he sat down on a chair at the small kitchen table and stared at the
front-page headlines of the publication.
‘Mabuza for top Eskom job’, read the wording. Pieter giggled. Yes, there it was. Ace Mabuza was
being tipped for the Chief Executive Officer post of South Africa’s leading electricity supplier, Eskom.
The electricity supplier was in serious financial trouble due to pure bad management and corrupt
deals. Some of its newly built power stations which should have eased the crippling load on the
current providers, were due to have been operational last year. However, they were still in the
process of being built.
The opposition party, the Democratic Alliance, was roasting the ANC in Parliament over the shortage
of electricity which led to temporary load shedding sessions throughout the country. This meant
that certain cities had to cut their power for four to six hours to ease the load on the national grid.
Foreign investors were laughing at South Africa.
Never mind, thought Pieter. Good, old Ace Mabuza claimed that he was the saviour to South Africa’s
electricity issues.
Yes, Ace knew how to cut a deal with suppliers better than anyone!
Pieter stood up from his seat at the kitchen table and went over to the lounge window, where he
pulled back the curtain to peep at the goings-on in the street.
He noticed a police vehicle positioned at the curb near the entrance to his apartment block.
With his life being in danger, he had informed the South Africa Police Services of the death threats
that he had been receiving. For all he knew, the threats could have been coming from the cronies of
former Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe, but he needed to do the right thing and inform the
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cops on the matter in case he disappeared off the face of the earth just like Lindiwe Buthelezi Jnr
did.
To hell with Lindiwe Jnr and her mother, Lindiwe Snr, thought Pieter.
“If Lindiwe Jnr had not disappeared, I would probably have not got involved in the Marikana affair
in the first place,” thought the suspended cop.
As for Lindiwe Snr, Pieter was hoping that she really was six foot underground this time and would
not be making any earthly comebacks. To him, the past was just that. He needed to move on and
save his people from black incompetence and turmoil.
His thought process was interrupted by a knock on his apartment door. With his 9mm pistol at the
read, he looked through the peephole. Standing on the other side of the door was lawyer, Laurie
Armstrong, who had come to fetch him. Today was the big day. He would know his destiny, one way
or the other.
Once in Laurie’s car, Pieter asked the legal man if he had seen the Eskom story about Ace Mabuza.
“What a joke,” replied Laurie, as he drove the vehicle towards the CSIR Conference Centre.
“If Mabuza can score big, so can you. Today is the day that you get your credibility and your job
back.”
Pieter shrugged his shoulders.
He prided himself on his credibility in the eyes of people of his own skin colour but did not really
want his old police job back. Thanks to the late Lucas Sithole and Ace Mabuza, Pieter was richer than
most, but what good was it all if he was going to spend the next few years in a prison cell?
………………………
Four hours later, cries of joy were heard in Meiring Naude Street outside of the CSIR Conference
Centre, following Dikgang Marawa’s reading of the outcome of the hearing.
As expected, the panel had decided unanimously in favour of a good jail term for Pieter, based on
manslaughter. The fact that the law enforcers had defended their own lives against the aggressive,
advancing striking miners in Marikana, seemed to matter little.
Pieter and Laurie sat stone-face in the small meeting room.
This would be the first time that Pieter had heard his lawyer swear.
“There is no fucking justice in this country and the system is corrupt to the core,” exclaimed Laurie.
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“Don’t worry, we will appeal the outcome of the hearing. They cannot sentence you here as only a
court can do that, so you are still free for the moment, but you will have to surrender your passport.
I am sure they will fear that you may skip the country.”
There was a knock on the meeting room door.
“It’s time, gentlemen,” said a police officer, indicating that Laurie would be led to the outer steps of
the conference centre where he would address the media.
“Laurie, I want to go with,” remarked Pieter.
“I really don’t think that is a good idea,” replied the lawyer.
“Your face to the protestors at the gate is like a red rag to a bull.”
“This is my damn life and my doing,” pressed Pieter.
“I want to face the media, even if you do all the talking.”
Eventually Laurie relented and the police officer, accompanied by two other men in blue uniform,
led Pieter and Laurie to face the media.
As the front glass doors of the conference centre opened, the noise outside went to new levels.
Some of the protestors outside the main gate tried to push their way past the riot police who lined
the entrance, but to no avail.
For some reason, Lindiwe Snr’s last words seemed stuck in Pieter’s mind.
My time on earth is over and yours is fast running out too.
Pieter did not have too much time to think about it as he joined Laurie in facing up to over sixty
media people on the conference centre steps.
“I will be answering all questions on behalf of my client, but what I can assure you is that if the
hearing outcome is taken to court by Honourable Chairperson, Dikgang Marawa, we will appeal the
outcome of the findings that were released here today,” said Laurie, as the television cameras rolled
and the photographer’s clicked away with their equipment.
“You have to agree that manslaughter is a serious offence whichever way you look at it?” quipped a
reporter from the Afrikaans language Beeld newspaper.
“Yes, it is, but what is one expected to do if your life is in danger?” asked Laurie in rhetorical fashion.
“Should Mr Erasmus have instructed the police to hold fire and be injured by the striking miners?”
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“Yes, but should rubber bullets and teargas have not been used instead of live ammunition?”
chipped in a journalist from The Citizen newspaper.
“Those routes had already been exhausted and further action needed to be taken against the
miners,” replied Laurie.
“Protesting is one thing, but violent or deadly protesting against private people or their property is
something else.”
“So, you believe that people do have the right to protest?” asked a reporter from 702 Talk Radio.
“My client nor I ever said that protesting should be not allowed but it is the manner in which it was
conducted which is questionable,” answered Laurie.
“If the protest had been actioned in a law-abiding manner then the firing of live ammunition would
not have happened as none of the police or security personnel’s lives would have been in danger.”
Laurie went on.
“My client was hired by a consortium to safeguard the Loxton Mine and he was doing his job to the
best of his ability. In the absence of the Police Commissioner, Mr Erasmus made use of his
experience and expertise in what he deemed was the best way to safeguard the lives of the police
and security personnel against the advancing striking miners, who clearly wanted to make their point
well beyond a normal protest.”
“Do you feel that the highest ranked police official on-site should have taken the decision in the
absence of the Police Commissioner, which would have saved Mr Erasmus from having had to make
it?” asked a reporter from the Sunday Times.
“Indeed, that would have been the ideal case and …”
Before Laurie could finished his reply to the question a cracking sound was heard. It sounded like
people celebrating New Year’s Eve with fireworks, but nothing could be seen in the blue skies at just
after 15h00 on a warm afternoon in Pretoria.
Moments later, a cop standing to the right of Pieter and Laurie cried out: “Get down!”
Laurie fell to the floor and the media dispersed in different directions. It was now clear that what
Laurie thought had been celebrational firecrackers was three releases of live ammunition fired in his
direction. It did not take a genius to work out that the shots fired were not meant for the lawyer but
actually for his client.
As Laurie lay face down on the steps of the conference centre covered by a policeman with a
bulletproof vest, his right hand felt some form of liquid next to him.
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A quick glance at his hand let him know that it was blood. He ran his hands over his body, and it
seemed that he was not hit or in any form of pain.
“Pieter!” shouted the lawyer to the lifeless body on his right.
There was no response and as soon as the cops gave the signal for Laurie to move indoors, the lawyer
called for medical help for his client.
The nearest cop tried to usher Laurie to the main door, but the legal man resisted as he was more
worried about his client. During the commotion Laurie made out from a voice that a man with a
pistol had been arrested for the shooting.
Laurie’s mind was flustered. He had never been this close to death before. As he watched on from
safety on the inside of the glass doors, he saw two paramedics attending to his client.
Five minute later, one of the paramedics updated the cop in charge and Laurie was able to catch on
to some of the news.
“Die man is in die nek en skouer geskiet en het baie bloed verloor (the man got shot in the neck and
shoulder and has lost a lot of blood),” said the paramedic.
“Ons sal hom spoedig hospital toe vat en die doctor sal vir julle laat weet oor sy toestand (we will get
him to a hospital quickly and the doctor there will update you on his situation).”
Laurie could not hold back.
“I have to go with, that man is my client.”
“Alright,” said the cop in charge.
“I suggest you go with one of my colleagues in one of our police vehicles as getting a civilian car
through the protestors will be a problem at the moment.”
The ambulance left the conference centre parking area with its siren in full cry, followed by a police
vehicle with Laurie seated at the back.
Laurie adjusted his sunglasses and ran his right hand over his hair. He had lost precious few court
cases and had not lost a client in this fashion before.
The lawyer was beginning to blame himself for what had happened. He thought back to how he had
pleaded with Pieter to remain inside the building and not to join him in facing the media on the steps
of the conference centre. Laurie felt that perhaps he had not been persistent enough.
Perhaps the Marikana hearing was getting to the lawyer too. The last few weeks had been extremely
stressful for both Pieter and Laurie.
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The small convoy made its way to 1 Military hospital, in Voortrekker Street, Pretoria, with the
paramedics inside the ambulance doing their best to stop any further loss of blood from Pieter’s
wounds.
Of course, Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr could not predict the future, but she was pot on with her prediction.
How did she get it right? It seemed to be a case of karma. Lindiwe was a firm believer of what goes
around, comes around. She believed that if you are good to others, the same will be returned to you
sooner or later.
Pieter too had developed similar beliefs while Lindiwe Jnr was growing up, but that had all changed
for the worst, particularly since her disappearance.
His wounds were quite severe, and he was hanging on to life by a thread. If he were to leave this
earth today, few would shed a tear, particularly after the Marikana affair. He had left the North West
Province unscathed while some kids would grow up without fathers, uncles, or grandfathers. They
blamed Pieter for this, irrespective of if police lives were at risk or not during the protest.
To many, the world and indeed South Africa, would be a better place without the likes of Pieter
Erasmus. He was an example of a man who simply could not understand that South Africa was a
black country, not a white one, at least not since the fall of Apartheid.
Instead of finding a way to make the best of the situation, Pieter was determined to hang on to what
he had and encourage his fellow whites to do the same. To Pieter, if God wanted black people to
live in the suburbs, then Apartheid would not have happened. Not for a moment did a man of
Pieter’s calibre put the blame at the door of the evil Apartheid era politicians. To him and those of a
similar mindset, the black man was always wrong, stupid and a thief in the country.
To the black man, the country was theirs. To closed-minded whites, the country had been sold out
from under them, as stated in the lyrics of one of Leon Schuster’s songs – ‘Platwiel de Klerk het ons
uitverkoop’ (flatwheel de Klerk sold us out), about former President F.W. de Klerk.
Where do people like Pieter Erasmus go to when they die, black people often wondered. Were
people like him simply evil from birth, or brainwashed by family members to think with a pro-white
mindset?
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Chapter 39 - The Final Goodbye
At four minutes to midnight, South Africa lost a hero. At least that is what the right wing-thinking
whites thought when Pieter Gerhardus Erasmus breathed his last at 1 Military Hospital in Pretoria.
The suspended Lieutenant fought his wounds to the very last and could have survived longer had a
black doctor on night shift not refused to put the patient on to the life support system in the
Intensive Care Unit.
“The patient refused to be put onto life support,” was the doctor’s excuse. Of course, Pieter was not
there to give his version. His spirit was in a place high up in the sky.
In the early hours of the morning, Pieter’s parents, Frik and Petro Erasmus, were woken up by a
phone call from the hospital.
Frik and Petro had refused to attend the Marikana Commission and the hearing in Pretoria as they
feared that the respective venues would be filled with black people.
Later that morning, the South African Police Services assisted Pieter’s parents in putting the funeral
arrangements in place. Pieter would be laid to rest at the Eersterus cemetery, 475 Canary Avenue
in Pretoria.
The black officer on duty was astounded when listening to the wishes of Pieter’s father.
“Please, Officer, don’t take it personally, but we don’t want any blacks present at Pieter’s funeral.”
Be that as it may, the Erasmus family’s wishes were respected.
Laurie Armstrong was one of the first to arrive at the home of Frik and Petro to extend his
condolences. The lawyer was still blaming himself for Pieter’s death. If he had been a bit firmer about
not letting Pieter go with him to address the media on the steps of the CSIR Conference Centre, the
suspended Lieutenant may have still been alive.
“He was a good man but just born in the wrong era,” sobbed Petro Erasmus, as she poured a cup of
tea for Laurie.
Seated next to her on the couch in the lounge was her husband, Frik.
“I blame F.W. de Klerk for all of this,” said Frik.
“If he had not sold the whites out to the communist ANC, life would still have a value today.”
Laurie sighed.
“I am afraid that de Klerk was caught between a rock and hard place,” explained the lawyer.
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“The ANC and its liberation struggle partners were making huge inroads on border raids and the
Afrikaner military was also losing patience with de Klerk over his reforms. If the former President
did not end Apartheid, we could have had a civil war blood bath.”
Frik did not agree.
“At least during the negotiations with the ANC, de Klerk should have hung on to either the army or
the military,” said Mr Erasmus.
“Now we have nothing. Look at the other African countries which have become hellholes since the
white man was chased out. Africa is built on dictatorial rulers, nothing more, nothing less.”
Laurie could not really argue the last point as many of the African countries were governed by
Presidents who had been in power for many years. He also knew that Frik was in an emotional state
following the death of his son.
“None of this would have happened if Pieter had not got involved with that black woman,” said
Petro with reference to Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr, as she pushed a plate of freshly baked rusks in front
of Laurie.
Of course, the Erasmus family had not met Lindiwe. They refused point blank to have tea or coffee
with a black person. They believed that this would stop them from entering heaven one day. It was
a common conservative white form of belief that whites worshipped God while blacks, through the
witchdoctor, belonged to Satan.
After spending a good hour consoling Frik and Petro, Laurie mentioned that he needed to head back
to work.
“Please give me a shout if there is anything I can assist with in terms of the funeral,” said the lawyer.
Frik was quick to respond.
“I told the police over the phone, but I want you to also know that I am adamant that no blacks
should attend my son’s funeral,” said Frik, with his eyes raging.
“The blacks killed my son, and they mustn’t come to the graveside to pretend that they are sorry for
what they did.”
Laurie nodded to show that he understood Frik’s sentiment.
Laurie was fully aware that the man arrested for being in possession of the pistol that shot Pieter
was a black man. The lawyer had not been present when the man was interrogated by the cops, but
he had shown no remorse for his actions. The man claimed that he was a relative of a striking miner
who had been shot by the police in Marikana on the order of Pieter.
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Pieter Erasmus had to die before he allowed any more black blood to be spilled, the man allegedly
told the police.
It had been noted in Pieter’s will documentation, that he did not want a funeral, but just a small
ceremony at graveside. His wishes were respected although the ‘small’ part would come into
question.
………………………
Four days later, Pieter’s mentor, Colonel Jaap Cornelius, stood at the graveside, observing the hole
into which the coffin containing Pieter’s remains would soon be lowered into.
Next to him stood Frik and Petro Erasmus, and Laurie Armstrong.
The hearse transporting the coffin made it into the cemetery with effortless ease, but shortly
thereafter, there was a huge commotion at the gate.
“Sorry, sir, but this is a private farewell for a former policeman and his family have requested that
no black people be present at the graveside,” said the security guard on duty.
If one did not know better, it would have seemed like a bunch of black protestors were attempting
to enter the venue. Of course, these were not protestors, but men dressed in suits. As per the orders
given, the front car, driven by Ace Mabuza with Vincent Khoza in the front passenger’s seat, was
prohibited from entering.
Ace was not keen on arguing with a security guard who was simply doing his job. The mere fact that
the guard spoke to him in English and not in an African language indicated that the man on duty was
non-South African. Ace sensed the guard could be a Malawian.
He parked his vehicle and stepped into the open. Soon he was joined by Vincent Khoza and several
other black people. Lerato Tshabalala walked slowly towards the pair. He was followed by Nikiwe
Moeng, Julius Shongwe, Amos Morewa and David Wilkinson. Even Dikgang Marawa, who had
chaired the hearing in Pretoria, had made the trip. Yes, the vultures were on-site to pay their last
respects to the man whose life they had ruined.
The last to arrive was Chris Chuene, the security official who had served under Pieter at the Loxton
Mine in Marikana. Chris was there as a genuine friend even if Pieter had not been able to accept him
as such due to skin colour.
Chris kept his distance from the bigshots who conversed before heading towards the main gate
where the security guard stood. The last to join their group was Lawrence Mathibe who was one
step away from getting his job back as Police Commissioner, despite the juicy lump sum paid to him
as a ‘golden handshake’ departure gift after the Marikana Commission.
“Look, we are here to pay our respects to Mr Erasmus,” explained Ace to the security guard.
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“We knew him well and have no dealings with his family.”
If Ace had not paid big buck back-handers to have the findings of the Marikana Commission reexamined, so that Lawrence Mathibe could get his job back to control several tenders, Pieter
Erasmus could well have still been alive.
Before the security guard could respond, the group marched through the main gate. Frik Erasmus’
face tensed as he saw the group of black people heading towards his son’s burial. He turned at speed
and headed towards them.
“You must be Pieter’s father?” asked Ace.
“What’s it got to do with you?” snapped Frik.
“We knew Pieter well and …” said Ace before being interrupted.
“My son did not mix with black people, he had ethics and knew who the real owners of this country
are,” quipped Frik in a voice filled with emotion.
Seeing that Ace was about to lose his cool with Frik, Nikiwe Moeng, dressed in a black dress, took
over the talking.
“We knew Pieter from the hearing and…” she began before being cut short by Frik.
“You people are the reason that Pieter is dead today!” exclaimed Mr Erasmus.
“All he did was to help the cops at Marikana to defend themselves against the aggressive miners
and for that he got pinned as the devil!”
Frik went on.
“The best thing you all can do is to turn around, go to your cars and head off because you are not
wanted here.”
Ace wanted to speak but Lerato Tshabalala tapped him on the shoulder and ushered him and the
rest of the group back towards the main gate.
“Unbelievable,” quipped Amos Marewa, once the group were out of earshot of Frik Erasmus.
For once, Lerato Tshabalala made sense.
“How would you feel if your son had died in this fashion?”
“My son would not have ordered miners to be killed like animals in Marikana,” replied Amos.
“Look,” hit back Lerato.
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“If the miners were not killed, the cops would have been. The situation was so tense out there. That
does not resolve Pieter of his decision. Unfortunately, lives were lost, and someone had to pay the
price. However, none of us thought it would lead to an assassination.”
The happenings at the CSIR Conference Centre would haunt the panel and Ace Mabuza for years to
come. The one who felt the guiltiest was Vincent Khoza. He has signed Ace’s affidavit under duress
and had it not done so, the hearing in Pretoria would not have happened. Pieter may well have lost
his job in the South African Police Services, but he would have still been alive.
Frik watched from graveside as the contingent of blacks climbed into their vehicles and headed off.
He then turned his attention to the prayers that the dominee (priest) was reading.
“Onse Vader, wat in die hemel is, laat u naam gehuilig word, laat u koningkryk kom… (Our Father,
who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name, they kingdom come).”
In Frik’s mind, some other words were raging, being words of the Afrikaans part of the South African
national anthem.
Ons sal lewe ons sal sterwe, ons vir jou Suid-Afrika (we will live, we will die, for you, South Africa).
Petro Erasmus stood next to her husband, wiping tears from her eyes. This was all F.W. de Klerk’s
fault, she thought. He surrendered South Africa to the blacks and now her son has been murdered
because of that. How she hoped that several right-wing organisations would eliminate a few
thousand blacks to show that the Afrikaner still has power and can fight back.
Nobody had known of Pieter’s devious plan to ensure the shedding of black people’s blood in
Marikana. Even if Lawrence Mathibe had been present, Pieter could well have found another
devious way to bring about the killings.
Frik turned around and saw that one person remained at the main gate. He did not know who the
man was. Chris Chuene watched on from a good two hundred metres away. He had been closer to
Pieter in Marikana than anyone else. He was adamant that had he been in Pieter’s shoes, he would
have taken the same decision. If it meant that he would have been assassinated too, then so be it.
Mr Erasmus did not move to chase the last black man away. He merely gave him a glance and turned
his attention back to graveside.
Suspended Lieutenant Pieter Erasmus had run his race. He had seen the good and bad of the New
South Africa. He had grown up in a middle-class white suburb and by force, had to mix with black
people in the South Africa Police Services’ workplace.
The ruining of a once prosperous country built by the colonialists, had got to Pieter and he had taken
law into his own hands.
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He had done what many frustrated whites only dreamed about. There was not a sense of
cowardness in Pieter’s body. He was the bravest of them all who had hated the blacks, then
befriended the new system through his love for Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr. Finally, the loss of both
Lindiwe Snr and Jnr and the destruction of South Africa was all too much for him.
He had paid the ultimate price. His name would not go into any record book not would he be saluted
for what he did.
Frik and Petro Erasmus were your normal blinded Afrikaner unit. They did not see the poverty that
black people lived in at the townships. Mr and Mrs Erasmus lived a quite life. They had a meal on
the table in the morning and at night and just managed to get all their bills paid.
“Kak, maar dis alright (crap, but its ok),” was how Frik always summed up things, when someone
asked how he was doing.
Like many conservative-minded Afrikaners, they could never have imagined a black man being
President of South Africa. They cursed de Klerk for not allowing Apartheid to continue for at least
another ten to twenty years.
De Klerk saw things differently back in the early 1990s. South Africa was under siege, both internally
and externally. The economic sanctions were so tight that it was not possible for a local supplier to
export a glass of wine or a chocolate bar. Things had to change, and de Klerk saw himself as the
catalyst to bring about the transformation.
Lindiwe Buthelezi Snr was shaking her head with disappointment in the spirit.
Are you happy now, Pieter? Was it worth it? Can your soul now rest in peace? Do you believe that
you made the world a better place for your people? You could have lived a happy life through to old
age but no, revenge for your people is what you wanted. Of course, things don’t always turn out as
you want them to be, do they?
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Chapter 40 - When Karma Comes to Town
Ace Mabuza prided himself on the fact that he lived four houses away from where the late South
African Communist Party leader Chris Hani had lived. Every day, Ace stared at the driveway of the
house in Dawn Park, Boksburg where Hani had been gunned down by Polish extremist Janusz Walus.
“Yes, life goes on,” muttered Ace to Vincent Khoza, as he parked his car in his driveway, before both
men climbed out.
Ace had been so deep in thought over Pieter Erasmus that he had not noticed a light blue
Volkswagen Golf had followed them to his home.
The Volkswagen stopped in the road outside Ace’s house and the white man in the passenger seat
wound down his side window.
“Excuse me, sir, are you Mr Ace Mabuza?” asked the man in the car.
“Yes, that is me,” answered Ace, who was about ten metres away from the other vehicle.
The man in the vehicle wasted little time. He produced a 9mm pistol and fired two shots, both of
which land in the chest of the tender king.
Vincent Khoza, who had moved closer to Ace prior to the shooting, tried to make a run for it, but
was mowed down by a bullet which entered the right side of his skull.
The vehicle drove off and unlike in the execution of Hani, there was Afrikaner woman on hand to
report the car’s licence plate number to the police this time.
Ace Mabuza bled to death on his front lawn like a dog who had been ravished in a canine fight. Khoza
had died instantly from the bullet wound. What were all those tender millions in Ace’s bank account
worth when one does not live to enjoy them?
Over in River Club in Randburg, another family was in mourning. Lerato Tshabalala had closed his
eyes in going to sleep the previous evening, unbeknown to him that his eyes would never open
again. Shortly after midnight, Lerato succumbed to a massive heart attack.
It was as if the spirits in the sky were at work.
Fourteen-year-old Thato Moeng, the son of Nikiwe Moeng from an affair that she had with a married
man when she was just sixteen, was the apple of his mother’s eye.
While walking safely on the pavement on his way to school the next day, a car driven by a reckless
driver veered off the road and on to the pavement, killing Thato instantly.
Nikiwe wept for days and weeks. Her life would never be the same again.
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Even former Police Commissioner Lawrence Mathibe was on the end of several setbacks. Lawrence
was a true African man who had four wives. Little did he know that all four of his women would die
on the same day. Thembi (stomach cancer), Grace (pneumonia), Mimi (thyroid issues) and Lethabo
(HIV-Aids symptoms) all perish within twenty-four hours of each other.
David Wilkinson was still alive and kicking. He was a happy man, until he got to a board meeting of
the law firm where he worked. David wasn’t quite as clean as he made out to be and was found
guilty of some slick manoeuvring of company funds. Following a disciplinary hearing he was told to
hit the road with one month’s pay.
Amos Marewa and Julius Shongwe had been less lethal against Pieter at the hearing. In fact, they
had been the two who voted in favour of the whole matter being dropped in line with the findings
of the original Marikana Commission.
Sure, Amos and Julius would never win the lottery, but they could live peaceful lives until their old
age.
Minister T.K. Muronga too escaped unscathed. Once again proof that no matter what happens in
the ruling political party, you will almost always be protected. Jailtime was not an option to the
brothers of the liberation struggle. If you have the right connections, you will never go hungry.
Elsewhere in the country, the law was being cast aside.
Cash-in-transit heists were an everyday occurrence and the murder, rape, and robbery rates skyrocketed. Without the death penalty, which had been abolished at the dawn of democracy, the
thugs took their chances. It was a case of ‘in jail today and out tomorrow’ as bribes ruled the roost.
There was nobody to turn to as several members of the judiciary structure were also on the take.
As South Africa and its people made the move out of the frying pan into the fire, the government
feared a potential coup d’e tat could be just around the corner. President Jacob Zuma was by no
means a popular choice as the No 1, but he had been a core figure in the intelligence unit of the
ANC’s armed wing in the fight against Apartheid and loyalties were never overridden.
Did the right wing still hold any form of threat now that the ANC controlled the government’s
military? Right wing groups such as the AWB had gone extremely quite in recent times. Grossly
outnumbered by the black population, the days of them having well-trained commandos under
inspirational leader Eugene Terreblanche were a thing of the past since the bearded leader was first
jailed and then later murdered on his farm.
However, the ANC knew the Afrikaner to be a stubborn sort. To their dying day, the descendants of
the Dutch would think that the black man had stolen their land. The blacks would believe the reverse
in that the land had first belonged to the Africans before the settlers arrived from Holland and other
European countries.
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Following the high-profile assassination of Pieter Erasmus, the government knew that civil war could
be just around the corner. The black vs white showdown which had been avoided in the build up to
the 1994 transition of power from Apartheid to democracy, could rear its ugly head. All the
transformation and reconciliation work that Nelson Mandela had done to unite races, could be
undone by the sound of gunfire.
While many of the Boeremag militants were chained up in prison, another right-wing group was
hard at work to destabilise the country in the same way the ANC and its affiliates did to make things
almost ungovernable for the National Party, the architects of Apartheid.
Following two bomb blasts at taxi ranks in Soweto, the government’s Intelligence unit was hard at
work trying to fathom out where the threat was coming from. If the bombers could be as daring to
put explosions in places which would cause a mass loss of black lives, they would not think twice
about taking a pot shot at the President or other high-ranked black leaders.
The questions which the Intelligence unit men were left with was how right-wing men were able to
plant explosives in black areas without being spotted. The obvious answer was that they were not
working alone. There were several black political groups who were not smiling on the way in which
the ANC was running the country and could well have bought into the Afrikaner idea of toppling the
current leadership.
“We will burn this country to the ground unless this government can return the land to the rightful
owners, the black people of this country!” screamed a firebrand revolutionary leader to a mass of
black faces at a rally in Soweto.
“The ANC has failed its people. Only the cream of the crop has benefited from Black Economic
Empowerment and those don’t care about the people on the ground!”
Mandela may have been gone, but his warning to the people had been similar.
“If the ANC does to you what the Apartheid government did to you, then you must do to the
ANC what you did to the Apartheid government.”
So, the ANC was watching their backs from the blacks and the whites. It rang bells in the minds of
politicians going back to the 1987, when Transkei Prime Minister Stella Sigcau had been removed
from power in a bloodless coup d’e tat by then-Transkei Defence Force chief, Bantu Holomisa.
Realising the power of Sigcau, Mandela would go on to make her a Minister of Parliament in the
country’s first democratic government, much to the frustration of Holomisa, who became SA’s
Deputy Minister of Environment and Tourism.
On 26 July 1996, Holomisa was dismissed from his post after revealing that the ANC had received R2
million from Sigcau, and that former Sun International boss Sol Kerzner had paid R5 million to the
government to secure his residence in SA.
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Holomisa soon left the ANC to form his own party, the United Democratic Movement, despite pleas
from Mandela to reconsider and remain with the ruling party. Mandela had known the click-like
workings of his own Xhosa people and had always been weary of being unseated by a potential coup
d’e tat or being outvoted within his own party. Hence, he stroked the egos of big time players like
Sigcau and Holomisa.
Yes, politics and tribal factions were at play in the New South Africa in black vs black showdowns.
Soon came the news of two killings of ANC leaders in the KwaZulu Natal province. Here, the politics
was at its worst.
With the South African law enforcers battling to keep control, looting, and torching of shops, became
the norm during protest marches. The marches were said to be about the non-service delivery issues
in communities, but turned out to be super opportunities for criminals to operate in.
Xenophobia too, became a catchword. With South Africa’s unemployment rate standing at 36.7
percent for the first quarter of 2013, jealousy crept in and many Zimbabwean, Ethiopian, and other
African business owners felt the wrath of the communities who accused them of taking business
and jobs away from the South Africans. Many black-owned foreign shops were torched, and the
owners fled the country, fearing that their lives were at stake.
“Why aren’t we chasing the whites out, but rather turning our anger on our own black brothers?”
many asked.
Despite all this, the anger between black and white was still as relevant as ever. Anything that went
wrong in Parliament would be blamed on Apartheid, which had ended nineteen years ago.
Farm murders were on the increase. The government put this down to the work of the average
criminal while the white-led Democratic Alliance and the Afrikaner-based Freedom Front Plus, were
adamant that a well-worked plan was in place to remove the farmers by the worst way possible to
get the land back.
All South Africans, black and white, were realising that the Rainbow Nation dream that Nelson
Mandela had painted in 1994, was not as easily attainable as he had thought.
Rather than bonding to form a united nation, black and white had taken a step back in terms of
hatred. Despite the length of time that the ANC had been in power, the majority of the blacks would
continue to blame the country’s problems on the legacy of Apartheid, while many of the whites
would see the ‘communist-minded’ ANC’s poor governance as proof that black people are followers,
rather than leaders.
………………………
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Where did the spirits of Nelson Mandela, Pieter Erasmus and Lindiwe Buthelezi go when they earthly
lives were over? Do people of different skin colours or different racial mindsets go to different
universes for eternity?
How Mandela wished that his people could understand that the grass is not always greener on the
other side. They had fought for power and now it was being abused by greedy leaders who were
more interested in the money and status than looking after the interests of the people. Houses had
been promised. Free electricity, water and education too. However, there is nothing free in South
Africa, especially when facing with trillions of Rands of debt. The reality is that the tax-payer foots
the bill and less and less citizens were paying taxes.
It seemed that South Africa was a ticking time bomb. The blacks had taken over the government
from the white minority in 1994, in what the world thought was a miracle ending without a civil war
taking place.
Now, the seen was set for not only disgruntled whites to flee the sinking ship, but for black on black
violence as the new era of African thinkers suddenly woke up to the realisation that what had been
promised to their forefathers had not been delivered upon.
So, the ANC faced an uprising from two fronts, the white right-wing Afrikaner and the black youth.
However, if it came to a civil war situation, the black youth would always side by their own skin
colour, irrespective of matters on the table.
In the spiritual, realm, a tear dropped from the right eye of South Africa’s first democratically-elected
President.
All that he had fought for and been imprisoned for seemed to be in vain.
How he had hoped that all South Africans, black and white, could move on and build the nation into
the success story of Africa to downplay African leaders from other countries who had once told him:
“South Africa is the last hope of our continent. You need to make this work.”
Surely South Africa could not turn out to be a worse case-study than the sorry history of Zimbabwe
since its independence from Britain on 18 April 1980. South Africa’s northern neighbours had a
shocking human rights record and the people were starving due to international sanctions placed
on the country as its economy hit rock bottom.
The stubborn anti-western mindset that the ‘west must go hang’ of former President Robert Mugabe
did not help matters much either.
Surely, South Africa would not go down the same road. Prominent thinkers believed that the South
African constitution was one of the strongest on the continent and this would prevent a repeat of
the Zimbabwe debacle.

https://Eric.Blue/

264

However, Mandela, while on earth and in spirit, knew that this would only happen if past political
differences between South Africans of all colours, could be set aside.
Mandela had always been the optimist, but now, as he looked down from his spiritual resting place,
all he see was a country where people adopted the ‘rape, pillage and plunder’ approach, with people
seeking to enrich themselves and ‘fill their barns’ because they were not sure what tomorrow would
bring.
“It is time for the real story,” muttered Madiba, who was determined not to throw in the towel on
his beloved South Africa.
“If all goes wrong, what will really happen? How bad can things possibly get? You won’t know what
you have, South Africans, until it’s gone. You don’t know what you stand to lose. I hope that you and
your children will never have to see that outcome.”
As for Pieter, nothing had changed. His hatred towards blacks had remained constant, while
Lindiwe’s newly-developed anti-white outlook was the showcase of what many of her earthly black
brothers and sisters felt.
“Mandela!” Pieter screamed, and in a flash, sent a handful of fire towards the old man, which saw
the former President choking on the thick smoke, before dropping to his knees for eternity.
“If I can’t save my country from the black uprising while I was on earth, I will do it from up hear in
the universe.”
Lindiwe gasped in being the eye-witness to one of the saddest moments in history.
“Have I got a story to tell?” she said in a sad rhetorical tone.
“No, you don’t,” snapped Pieter, as he attempted to send a handful of fire in her direction. However,
before she was struck down, Lindiwe managed to release a universal charge of power to eliminate
the former cop.
With Nelson Mandela, Pieter Erasmus and Lindiwe Buthelezi having seemingly breathed their last in
the universal spirit, who can save the Rainbow Nation? If there is no heavenly solution, how does
one embrace reality? Who will rise up to save the day?
Note: Look out for THE MANDELA EFFECT III – THE REAL STORY and find out if the spirit of Mandela
can bring South Africa back from the brink of civil war.
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Appendix

Thank you for reading first book of The Mandela Effect Trilogy, Daughter and Wife.
Please check my website https://eric.blue/ for more books.
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